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| Feel You 


Chapter One 


Florida didn’t have snowstorms, or tornadoes. But when it 
rained, gray skies released buckets of tears, drenching 


everything under its jurisdiction. Large drops of rain 
splattered 


the sidewalk wetting the cuffs of Ron’s pants as he hurried 
to 


reach the Red Crow café in the middle of downtown 
Jacksonville. Avoiding another puddle, he clipped an older 
man’s hat with the prong of his bowed umbrella. 

“Watch it,” the man growled glaring in his direction. 
“Sorry,” he mumbled intent on his destination a few blocks 
away. Parking was limited, but the phone call from Luke, his 


housemate, had sounded urgent. He hoped he could afford 
the 


trouble his friend had gotten into. Silently, he prayed it 
wasn't 


another jealous temper tantrum between Luke’s current 
flavors. 


Luke liked them young and feisty. Unfortunately, his 
playmates 


didn’t always think before they charged, usually, at one 


another. Some days, being plain, boring and predictable had 
it 


rewards. He hated public confrontations. 
He sighed in frustration at this untimely interruption in his 
day, eying the sign broadcasting his destination. His friend 


didn’t care in the least how this detour would affect his 
agenda. 


Instead of appreciating the fact he was at work, Luke 


interrupted his weekly staff meeting begging him to meet 
him 


immediately at this restaurant. As the manager of a 
collection 


agency, his hours were flexible, but he couldn’t leave his 
responsibilities on a whim. Or Luke’s emergencies. 
They’d compromised to meet here at lunch, which was 
only thirty minutes later than his housemate wanted. Ron 
moved quickly to the doorway and closed his umbrella, 


splattering drops of rain on his pants cuffs and shoes. 
Irritated, 


he shook his feet. He hated appearing unkempt; it drew 


unnecessary attention. 


“This had better be important,” he grumbled before 


pushing open the door, allowing his eyes to adjust to the 
low 


lighting. He searched the small dining area with tables and 


chairs dotted in a symmetrical pattern. He spotted Luke 
sitting 


at a table in the rear and made his way to him. Strange, 
Luke 


didn’t look upset. In fact, he glowed as he laughed at some 
comment from his table companion. Figured. 

“You finally made it,” Luke said, glancing in his direction 

as he pulled out a chair to sit. 

Ron nodded, curious. 

“Hi, I’m Chuck.” The smaller man sitting at the table spoke 
after giving him a quick glance. 

“What’s up?” he asked Luke. 

“Huh? Oh, | wanted to talk to you about something.” Luke’s 
eyes slid from the beaming young man in front of him. 

Ron frowned. “You couldn’t ask me over the phone?” 

“Well, | guess | could have. But how would you have taken 


care of it?” Luke asked, watching the young man again. 


“Taken care of what?” Ron asked, exasperated the man 
spoke in circles instead of spitting it out. 

“| didn’t have enough money to take care of the bill here. | 
needed to borrow some money until Friday. | told them you 


were coming, but Chuck picked up the tab.” He nodded at 
the 


young man. 

Ron gritted his teeth. “Why didn’t you call me back since it 
got taken care of?” Luke’s lack of consideration got on his 
nerves at times. 

Both Chuck and Luke looked at him surprised. “Why? You 
had to eat lunch anyway. This way we could eat lunch 
together.” Luke frowned at him. 

“It’s raining outside, Luke. | wouldn’t have left my office to 
come this far in the rain for lunch. You said there was an 
emergency,” he snapped. 

“There was, | took care of it,” Chuck said rolling his eyes 
at Ron before turning back to Luke. 

Ron shook his head and vowed to remove his name from 


the lease when it came up for renewal the next time no 
matter 


how hard Luke begged him to stay. A part of him wanted to 


warn the Barbie wannabe that despite Luke’s Tom Cruise 
good 


looks. He was a dog without a leash. 

Standing to leave, he looked around for his umbrella. His 
eyes connected with a black stud sitting at the table next to 
theirs. The gorgeous man had dark eyes. Creamy walnut 
colored skin, shoulder length dreads and if his large biceps 
were any indication, a damn fine muscular body. 
Swallowing his rudeness for staring, he smiled hesitantly 
and nodded a greeting. 

The hunk returned his smile and winked. 

Ron stared at the straight white teeth and dimpled cheek. 
His skin tingled. 

“Where are you headed?” Luke’s question pulled his 
attention back to the table. 

“To work. It took me fifteen minutes to get here and find a 


parking spot. Glad to know there wasn’t any emergency. 
Better 


yet, glad that you have someone else to call when you’re in 
a 


bind.” He nodded at Chuck, ignoring Luke’s pensive stare. 
“Yeah, he can call me anytime for anything,” Chuck cooed 
brushing Luke’s hand and ego. 

Luke’s face cleared. “I’m sorry about that. | should’ve 
called and canceled. Won’t happen again.” 

“Of that, we are in agreement,” Ron said, pissed. 

Luke met his eyes, and nodded. Ron hoped his friend; soon 
to be ex-friend realized he’d fucked up big time. 

He pulled his damp raincoat tighter around him and turned 
to leave. A brush against his back, and a caress on his ass 
startled him. He stiffened as the man he’d just been eying 
squeezed around him. 

“Excuse me,” the brusque voice said. His tone in direct 
opposition with his actions. 

The hairs on Ron’s arms stood attention as the rich 


cadence headed south demanding a full erection salute. 
Thank 


goodness he wore a raincoat. 
“No problem,” he whispered, following Mr. Chocolate 


toward the exit. 


“Ron,” Luke called out. “Ron!” 

“What?” he snapped irritated. He wanted to speak to his 
mystery man. After all, the man had copped a feel. 

“I asked if you’d pick up the cake for John this afternoon.” 
Luke titled his head, frowning in his direction. 

Closing his eyes, he shook his head. He’d forgotten their 


neighbor and friend John was celebrating his separation 
from 


his abusive lover. Wasn’t Luke supposed to pick up the cake 
from the bakery? This unnecessary run had cost him in time. 
He was fresh out of favors. 

“No, | have to work.” He glanced at Luke’s new toy. “The 
two of you can handle it.” 

“Yeah, we can handle it.” Chuck smirked, winking at Luke. 
Ron turned to leave, ignoring Luke’s apprehensive 
response. His thoughts were full of catching up with his 
mystery man. After leaving the shelter of the restaurant, he 
looked up and down the street for a sign of the hunk from 
inside. His afternoon delight had vanished. 


Anger at Luke’s selfishness doubled. With a snap of his 


umbrella, he braved the rain and headed back to work. 


Chapter Two 


Travis walked into the foyer of his three bedroom home 
and threw the keys in the dish near the door. He stretched, 


pulling tight overworked muscles in an effort to loosen up. 
He 


needed to get some rest. Last night, or early this morning 


rather, work had been brutal. Someone had called in sick, 
and 


he’d been assigned to help unload two large containers of 


packages before returning to the sort area where he 
normally 


worked at the parcel delivery company. 
A loud yawn stretched his jaw as he walked into the 
bathroom, glad for the umpteenth time he wasn’t a delivery 


driver. He’d been sorting packages part time, for the past 
five 


years, and it suited him fine. A quick flip of the switch on his 
sound system allowed the smooth music of Kenny G to roll 
through the space. 


He exhaled and stepped into the steam shower. Lord, he 


was tired. Rainy weather always made him sleepier. He 


yawned again and lathered up. Good thing he’d stopped to 
eat, 


otherwise he’d never get his rest. He was too tired to cook 
and 


he wouldn’t have been able to sleep on an empty stomach. 
He smiled in remembrance of the vanilla treat earlier at the 
Red Crow. The medium height man walked in, red cheeked, 


out of breath but starched and pressed in his navy 
pinstriped 


suit. Neat and spit polished, the kind of man Travis loved to 


muss. His dark shoulder length hair lay precisely cut ona 
round 


face with lickable lips. His dark eyes shot sparks at the 
selfish 


asshole he’d come to bail out, but changed to something 
like 


pity at the snotty kid sitting at the table. 
On top of looking delectable, he’d rushed in bad weather to 
bail out a friend. He gained major cool points in Travis’ book 


for that. Pity the friend didn’t appreciate him. He’d winked 
to 


test the waters. Vanilla took the bait. Even though the 
raincoat 


shrouded Vanilla’s goodies, Travis couldn’t resist a quick 
touch when he squeezed pass. Initially, his quarry had been 


shocked, but regrouped to follow him outside where they 
could 


talk until that selfish son of a bitch called him back. Travis 
had 


ground his teeth in frustration and left after waiting a 
moment or 


two. It’d be fun unraveling the other man’s layers, watching 
him fly apart. Somehow, he was sure there was fire beneath 
that composed facade, and he’d like to check it out. 
Walking through the living room, he touched a picture of 


his mom, greeting her for the day. “Hey ma,” he said, 
heading 


to the kitchen. Grabbing a jug of juice from the fridge, he 


poured a glass and gulped it down. He punched the speaker 
on 


his landline phone; the telling beep for voice mails filled the 
Space. 


He pinched the bridge of his nose and punched in the code. 


“Travis,” the country twang said. 

He tensed. This call was from his stepfather. 

“| done moved out the house. Some people came to clean 
and fix it a’fore | left. | told em they had to come back cuz | 
didn’t have time to wait round for em.” 

He ground his teeth at the stalling tactics of this asshole. 


Percy, his mom’s husband was supposed to be out two 
months 


ago. The man fought him every step of the way furious his 
wife, 


Travis’s mom, had left everything to her ‘queer’ son. 
“So | guess you can call’em back and have em clean all this 


shit, | mean mess. Go head, sell da place or whatever you 
plan 


ta do, since it’s your house. After all da years | been married 
to 


your mama, | don’t think she’d appreciate you putting me 
out of 


our home. But you always was a selfish faggot.” He cackled. 
Travis sneered. “This faggot kicked your sorry ass.” He 
never got what his mom saw in the illiterate jackass. He was 


big, and dumb. Dumb enough to move his girlfriend into his 


sick wife’s’ home and expect everything to be cool. 
“Me and my boy gonna get you for this. Watch your back. 


Like them queers do.” The older man snickered and hung 
up. 


Travis hissed through a breath and called his best friend 
Rome. “It’s done,” he said when the phone was answered. 
“Trav?” 

“Yeah.” 

“What’s up? What’s done?” 

“Percy called. Claims he moved out. You have the keys so 
check it out for me and resend your Aunt’s cleaning crew.” 
“Uh, okay. l'Il call her when we hang up. l'Il get over 

there this afternoon when | wake up.” Travis heard a rustling 
and knew his friend was in bed. “You all right? This been a 


long battle for you, with your mom getting sick and that 
douche 


bag treating her the way he did.” 
It had been a tortuous journey for him. Seeing his mother 


suffer through her fight with cancer almost destroyed him. 
The 


knowledge that her husband had physically abused her, 
even in 


her debilitated condition sent him over the edge. He’d 
attacked 


the larger man, whooped his ass with a pent up rage that 
scared 


his mama and pleased his aunt. The injuries from the fight 
put 


the man in the hospital. He moved his mama to his much 
Smaller apartment, taking over her primary care. Working at 


the parcel company in the wee hours of the morning had 
been 


his only break from her sick bed during those two years. Her 


death had been bittersweet. Her suffering had ended, but 
he 


missed her and always would. 
“Yeah, I’m good. Now that the son of a bitch has nothing of 
hers, | feel a whole lot better. Make sure you take pictures 


when you go over there today. | promised to take him to 
court if 


he fucked up the place.” 
“Will do.” 


“How's Joe?” He asked reluctantly about Rome’s long time 


off and on lover who worked at the parcel company as a 
driver. 


He and Rome were both twenty-seven, but years apart in 
life 


experiences. Watching someone die, daily snapped you out 
ofa 


rose colored glasses world and catapulted you into your own 
reality. 
“Cranky, he has to deliver in this crappy weather. He’s 


threatening to give up the truck and hit the sort section like 
US. 


He won’t though. He’s gotta make those child support 
payments.” 
“Yeah, | hear you.” Travis grimaced, not caring for Joe and 


the drama he brought home to Rome. He changed the 
subject 


not wanting to get into that old debate with his childhood 
friend. 


“Thanks for the help with the house. | appreciate it.” 
“No problem. I’m going back to sleep.” He paused. “What 
are you doing up?” 


“Got in late, somebody didn’t show up, and I worked 


overtime. | stopped to grab a bite. I’m headed to bed now, 
though.” 

“Later.” 

“Later.” 

Travis looked at his mom’s pictures again and nodded in 


satisfaction. He’d promised her Percy wouldn’t get one dime 
of 


her money. His grandmamma died five years ago and left 
his 


mom her house and a large life insurance policy. He didn’t 


know the details until she began teaching him about 
finances. 


The first thing she’d gotten rid of was the old house. They 
sold 


it and invested the money. His mama had worked as an 


administrative assistant at an investment banking firm for 
over 


twenty years and had been financially savvy. If Percy hadn’t 
been such an ass, he’d been set for life. She’d left him, her 


only child, almost a million in stocks, bonds, property and 
cash. 


The last year before her death, she’d sit and talk to him 


about finances, investments, what to look for, how to go 
about 


preparing for the future. He credited her joy of that world for 


keeping her going longer than the doctors declared she 
would. 


She’d hooked up his portfolio and moved funds around on, 
instructing him relentlessly until her body completely failed 
her. 

He remembered her last week. She patted the bed for him 
to sit and touched his hand, smiling. At peace. 

“I’m proud of you, Travis.” Even now, six months later, the 
conversation moved him to tears. He wiped his eyes, and 
headed to his bedroom, her whispery voice still in his head. 
“We bought that house for you in Jacksonville. It's ready. | 


hope your transfer comes soon so you can move up there. 
Don't 


worry about the house here. Mama’s house will be closing 


soon, and you can do whatever with mine. Everything 
belongs 


to you. | made sure of that.” She’d stop periodically to catch 
her 


breath. 


“Move on baby. Live your life. Have fun. You’ve spent all 


this time taking care of me, now | want to do the same for 
you.” 


She wheezed. “Promise me, Travis. Promise me you'll never 
settle, but you'll find someone loving and kind.” 

He’d nodded, too full to speak. She patted his hand. Every 
day that week, she’d remind him of his promise. When she 
died, and after the funeral, he put his plan into action. 
Percy and his girlfriend had to go. 

He’d had his attorney send the eviction letter, followed up 
with a visit from the Sheriff. If his Mom’s cousin hadn’t 


cautioned him of making a vile enemy, he would’ve kicked 
the 


man and his whore out the day of the funeral. Instead, he 
bowed 


to her wisdom and gave the fool thirty days to leave. He 
took 


sixty. 
Travis punched his pillow and laid down refocusing his 
mind on more pleasant things. Like Vanilla. Tomorrow after 


work, he’d return to the restaurant. He had a feeling he’d 
see 


the man again. 


Chapter Three 


The next day, the sun smiled on the city. Patrons moved 


seamlessly along the crowded sidewalk searching for the 
best 


deals. Various shops beckoned the unwary. Ron loosened his 
powdered blue and yellow silk necktie. Sweat beaded on his 


forehead. He was on a fool’s errand, he thought as he 
entered 


the Red Crow the second day in a row. He hadn’t been able 
to 


get the Chocolate beefcake out of his mind. This morning 
he’d 


debated over this course of action and finally gave in to the 
need to see if the man’d returned. 
His eyes adjusted to the dimmer lighting. He searched the 


quaint interior for his dream man. His breath hitched when 
he 


noticed him eating at a table in the rear. Today, he wore a 


short-sleeved tee shirt that hugged delicious pecs and 
jeans. 


Ron stood immobile watching the man eat. 


His heart raced. What should he do now? He hadn’t thought 
this far ahead. 
The hostess chose that moment to walk over to him. He 


nodded and allowed her to seat him, making sure he didn’t 
look 


around, and sat with his back to rear of the eatery. He 
fumbled 


the menu and ordered a cola to steady his nerves. His cell 


vibrated in his pocket, relieved for something constructive 
to 


do with his hands, he snatched it free. 

“Ron here.” 

He frowned and looked at the phone. 

“I’m sorry you have the wrong number.” He slid the device 


closed; his elbow hit his water glass. He jumped backward 
to 


avoid the splash and succeeded wetting his crotch. 
“Damn,” he muttered taking his napkin and blotting the 
spill. The paper napkin shredded and left residuals of white 


fibers on his black pants. He shook his head, stood and 
walked 


to the bathroom, hoping he could remove the fibers before 


returning to work. 
The waiter gave him a cloth and a weak smile before he 


pushed open the door to the john. He was picking off the 
white 


paper from his pants when the door opened. He looked up 
and 


froze. Standing, much taller than his five feet ten inches, in 


front of him was the chocolate hunk he’d fantasized over 
last 


night. 
“Hey,” his fantasy greeted him in that same deep voice, 


while taking in the scene before him. “Need help?” He 
smiled. 


Heat spread up his neck and over his face. Ron attempted a 


smile in the face of his embarrassment. He glanced at his 
semi- 


napkin free pants. “I think I’ve got this. Just trying to make 


myself presentable before heading back to work.” He 
brushed 


the wet spot again. 
“I’m Ron.” He gazed at the casually dressed masculine 


flesh. 


“I’m Travis.” They stared at each other for a minute. 
Ron coughed, daring to believe Travis came in here to talk 


to him. Rarely, did he attract men who looked this 
handsome or 


with god-like bodies. “I’m sorry. I’m in your way.” He moved, 
allowing the other man access to the sinks or urinals. 

“No, | came in here to meet you. Hope you don’t mind.” 
Travis stared at him. 

Ron swallowed. “Really? | mean wow. | don’t know what 

to say.” He looked up at Travis again. “Why?” He couldn’t 


believe that word slipped from his sub-conscious into the 
real 


world. Heat sped up his neck as Travis frowned. 
“Why? Why did I want to meet you? Or why did | want to 


meet you in the john?” He leaned against the wall with his 
feet 


crossed at the ankles. 
Ron envied his cool posture. “Yeah, | guess since it 


slipped out, | want to know on some level. I’m embarrassed 
as 


hell, but why meet me?” 


Travis nodded. “I saw you walk into the restaurant 


yesterday, all flustered and shit. Your tie was tight, your 
Shirt 


crisp and your hair in place. But, your pants and shoes were 
wet.” 

Ron listened, surprised as the man recounted his version of 
yesterday. 

“It didn’t fit with the rest of you. | listened to your 


conversation and was impressed that you’d do that for a 
friend.” 


“Some friend,” Ron muttered. 
“There’s that too.” 
“I came outside yesterday looking for you, but you'd’ left,” 


Ron said standing straighter in an effort to pull in his 
protruding 


waistline. 

“| got off work late and stopped to eat. | was tired and went 
home to rest.” 

“Oh. You got off late again today?” 

“No.” 


Ron swallowed, still in shock that this gorgeous hunk of 


perfection was interested in him. Out of the corner of his 
eye, 


he noticed the other man walk toward him. 

“Can | call you?” Travis touched his shoulder for a 
moment. Pleasurable tingles shot through Ron. 

He nodded. Words stuck in his throat. He slid his hand into 


his breast pocket, pulling out a business card. Grabbing a 
pen 


from the same inner pocket, he wrote his cell number. 
“Call me whenever you have time.” His body vibrated 
from the closeness of their bodies. He inhaled the natural 
musky scent and wished he could bottle Travis’s fragrance. 
“I work early mornings, around one a.m. so | sleep most of 


the day. l'Il call when you get off from work today. Six 
o’clock 


Okay?” 

“Yes,” he coughed. “Yes that’d be good.” Unbelievably 
good. 

“You be good.” Travis tapped his nose and walked out. 


Ron stared as Travis’s slow moving stride walked out the 


door. He pivoted and stared in the mirror at the tip of his 
nose 


that had just been christened. 
“You be good,” he mimicked the bass in Travis’s voice 


before taking in the rest of what he considered plain, 
ordinary 


features. He needed to lose at least thirty pounds. Those 
annoying fleshy rolls around his middle were unflattering. 
Searching his memory, he couldn’t remember ever being 


pursued by a good-looking man, usually; it was the other 
way 


around. 
Giving his pants a quick brush, spirits lifted, he smiled and 
left to return to work. 


Things were looking up. 


Chapter Four 


Things went to hell. 
When Ron returned to work after meeting Travis, his boss 
called him in the office. They’d accepted a major client, and 


everyone needed training to work this account. Overtime 
went 


into effect immediately. He’d been in back to back meetings 
all 


day. Later, when his cell vibrated against his chest, he 


suspected it was Luke with another idiotic complaint and 
didn’t 


bother to answer. 
Ron left the office around ten pm. Drained he headed 


home. As the head manager for this account, he stood to 
make a 


large bonus if they handled it right. He had a good rapport 
with 


his team, and they’d jumped on the new opportunity. 
When he pulled into the driveway of their three-bedroom 


rental, it seemed every light was on in the house. 
Aggravated, 


he shook his head. He did not need the Luke and fans show 


right now. In protest, he sat in his car for another ten 
minutes 


before dragging his worn out body inside. 
Weary of his living situation, he vowed to take his bonus 
and move to a place of his own. He had no interest in living 


with anyone, any time soon. At twenty-six, he was too old 
for 


this drama. He and Luke were no longer compatible 


housemates. He wanted his own space. Stepping on the 
porch, 


he heard music and soft voices. 

Shit. 

Luke was entertaining. That wouldn’t be a problem, except 
his friend always wanted him to meet his newest flavor. Not 
tonight, he was too tired. 

Quietly, he walked to his room and locked the door. 


Releasing his breath, he stripped and showered, ignoring 
the 


knocks that hit his entrance. 


He slipped into bed. A moment later, he jumped up, 


grabbed his cell. Plugging it in the charger, he noticed he’d 
a 


missed call. Curious, he looked at the number and time. He 
didn’t know the caller, but the time, six o’clock, jolted his 
memory. 

“Fuck,” he’d forgotten Travis’s call. He dropped to his bed 
and covered his face. After all he went through to meet the 
man, how could he forget? He stared at the number and 


wondered if he should call. Travis worked late. Would he 
mind 


him calling this time of night? Should he wait until 
tomorrow? 


With the day he had, he wanted to hear Travis’s voice now. 
He pushed the redial button and bit his lower lip as it rang. 
“Yeah?” 

“Uh, Travis?” 

“Yeah?” 

“This is Ron, we met earlier today.” 

“I know.” 

“I’m sorry | missed your call, | was swamped at work and 


didn’t feel it vibrate.” He lied. 


“No problem. You home now?” 
“Yeah, | haven’t been here long. | just got out the shower 


and thought to call you. | hope it’s not too late.” He nibbled 
his 


top lip waiting for an answer. 
“Nah, it’s okay. I’m watching TV.” 
“What’s on?” Ron asked, snuggling in his cover. He loved 


the deep richness of this man’s voice. It touched places in 
him 


he’d forgotten existed. 

“You wanna know that?” 

“Yeah. | want to know a lot of things.” 

Travis laughed. A deep solid sound that wrapped around 

his bruised heart and offered hope. Ron closed his eyes, and 
basked in the glorious sound. 

“Forget the TV, | have,” Travis said. “What do you want to 
know?” Ron heard a rustling sound through the phone and 


assumed Travis was getting comfortable. The thought 
pleased 


him. 


“Where are you from?” He’d start with simple questions. 


“Born in Miami, raised in Melbourne. I’ve been here in J- 
Ville three months. You?” 

“Manchester, New Hampshire.” 

“Nice state, you’re a long way from home. Why?” 
“Florida State. | never left after | graduated.” 

“That’s good.” 

“What do you do? | mean you talked about working this 
morning, but you never said.” 

“Is it important?” 

“Not really, as long as you’re happy with what you’re 
doing.” 

“I work for the brown parcel company sorting packages for 


delivery. I’ve been doing it for the past five years. | 
transferred 


up here.” 
That would explain his muscular build, Ron thought. He 


licked dry lips in remembrance of the stretched tee shirt, 
which 


highlighted a tight six-pack. 
“I’m sorry, what’d you say?” Ron asked. He’d been 


drooling in remembrance of Travis’s muscles. 


“I asked what you did.” 
“I’m a manager at a collection agency. I’ve been there for 


almost four years.” Ron froze at the loud voices from the 
other 


room. “Shit.” 
“What?” 
“My housemate’s a dog who forgets you can’t bring home 


strays. They tend to remember where you live. | think he 
just 


got an unexpected visitor.” 

“You okay?” 

“I locked my door when I came home.” At that moment, a 
loud knock hit his door. 

“Ron,” Luke spoke hurriedly. “Listen man, | need a favor. 
Can you take Chuck home? He’s a little out of it and can’t 
drive.” 

“One moment, Travis.” He covered the phone and yelled. 
“No. I’m busy.” The silence on the other side of the door 


would have been comical if not so sad. Didn’t anyone think 
he 


had a life? 


“Now, my next question. Are you involved with 
someone?” 

“I’m trying.” 

Oh yeah, he liked this man. Even if it turned into a dead- 
end, the journey would be fun. “Why?” 

“Why am I trying?” 

“Um Hmm.’ 

“Į just met you this morning.” 

“When was the last time you had someone?” 

“Had someone?” Travis laughed. “Sexually?” 

Ron swallowed, unsure he wanted to know that 
information. “I meant the last time you were involved ina 
relationship with someone.” 

“It’s been a few years. I’ve been out of it for a while. 
You?” 

“We broke up about six months ago.” He wondered what 


happened that a man who looked as hot as Travis had been 
idle 


for a few years. Somehow he found that hard to believe. 


“Six months, huh?” 


“Yeah.” 

“You okay with that?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I’m not into games. I’m interested in getting to know you. 


Spend some time together, see where it goes. If you’re hung 
up 


on someone from your past, that’s cool. It’s just not 
something | 


wanna deal with right now.” 
Ron lay stunned at Travis’s speech. It was the most words 


the man had spoken since they started this conversation. 
He 


liked the honesty, but had no intention of losing ground. 
“It’s over and I’m okay with that. Trust me, | don’t want 
him anymore than he wants me. I'd like to spend some time 


with you as well, see where it goes.” Ron’s cheeks burned 
as 


his heart galloped in his chest. Woohoo! Travis confessed his 
interest in him first. Mentally, he high fived himself. 
“Good. Your schedule at work, it’s changed?” Travis 


asked. 


He’d forgotten the new account. His time would be limited 
now. “Yeah for a few weeks at least. | picked up a national 
account. We are in mass hire and train mode. 
“Congratulations. When you gonna have some free time?” 
“Right now, Sunday is the only day | have off. Maybe we 


can get together then.” Ron stopped biting his thumb nail 
and 


placed his hand beneath his head. 

“This Sunday there’s a concert at the park near my house, 
would you like to go?” 

Ron panicked. Casual clothes like jeans and sweats were 
not his friend. They made him look larger, and were less 
flattering on his round frame. 

“That sounds good. Will we be able to hear each other 
over the noise?” 

“Good point. Tell you what, let’s meet for brunch and take 
it from there.” 

Ron released a breath. He could dress comfortably and 


camouflage those stubborn rolls around his waist. “Where 
do 


you want to meet and what time?” 


“Red Crow has a decent brunch.” 
Ron laughed. He’d never heard of the place before this 


week. It was fast becoming a new hangout. “Noon too 
early?” 


“No, that’d be good.” 
“You be good,” Ron said giving him back the words from 
earlier. 


“Nah, you like a little bad.” He chuckled and clicked off. 


Chapter Five 


Ron had so much work at work to do, and supervisors to 
train, Friday and Saturday flew by. Sunday morning crawled 


baby steps to noon. Eager, he sat in front of the Red Crow 
for 


forty-five minutes impatient to see Travis again. They hadn’t 
talked since the night they’d made this date and his nerves 
jumped at the thought his date may have forgotten. It'd 
happened before. He gave a quick brush to his navy pleated 


dress slacks and tugged his open collared shirt. A quick pat 
to 


his hair before straightening his sunglasses, he sighed. He 
was 


as ready as he’d get. 
Opening the door, he stepped out of his late model silver 


BMW, secured it and headed to the entrance. Travis opened 
the 


door for him from inside. Ron’s breath hitched in a pleasant 
Surprise, warming at the smiled directed at him. 


“Thanks. You just get here?” 


“Yeah | came in the side door and walked to the front.” 
Travis touched his shoulder directing him toward the dining 
area. 

Ron stepped to the side of him and walked further inside. 
Since this was his third visit to the place, he took the time to 


check out the warm colors and comfortable surroundings. 
The 


brunch buffet held court in the middle of the room. Patrons 


were helping themselves to various meats, soups, breads 
and 


deserts. His stomach growled in appreciation of the 
delicious 


smells punching the atmosphere. 

Ron glanced at Travis, glad he’d spoken up. They 
followed her to a table near the buffet. 

“Would you mind if we had a table closer to the window, 
over there?” Travis asked pointing to the area where he 
normally sat. 

“Sure, no problem.” She walked to the same table Travis 
had sat the first time they saw each other. 


“Perfect,” Travis said and slipped her a tip. She nodded 


and walked off. 
“Hungry?” 
“Yeah, | skipped a few meals at work yesterday, and now 


I’m starving.” Ron patted his stomach lightly and looked 
over at 


the buffet. 
“Tell me what wanna drink, then grab a plate and get 


something to eat. Champagne’s free, but they have a lot of 
other 


stuff.” Travis pulled out a chair and sat slouched, legs 
stretched 


long in front of him. 

Ron glanced at him and then the buffet. “l'Il wait for you. It 
won’t take that long for the waiter to come for the drink 
orders.” He pulled out a chair and sat upright. 

Travis leaned back in his chair with his arm slung over the 
other seat. His canary blue cotton buttoned shirt, with some 


ethnic design stretched across his chest. He looked 
comfortable 


and adorable. Covertly, Ron checked out his angular face 
and 


close cropped beard, full lips, straight nose and dark eyes. 
The 


edge of his hair was trim neatly and the dreads were pulled 


back and held in place with something. Idly, he wondered 
how 


his hair would feel between his fingers. He looked like he’d 
stepped off the runway. 

“I’m glad you came. | thought you may have forgotten.” Ron 
spoke to stop the stare fest they had going. 

Travis stared as if he’d spoken Latin. “Why would you 

think that? | invited you out, remember?” 

He shrugged as the waiter walked to the table and stared at 
Travis. 

“What’ll you gentlemen have to drink?” 

Travis pointed at him. “What do you want, Ron?” He 

smiled mischievously like he knew exactly what he wanted. 
“Do you have any herbal teas?” 

“No, I’m afraid not.” The waiter answered, glancing at 
Travis’ opened collar. The man was showing a generous 
amount of coffee colored flesh. 


“Orange juice will be fine, then.” 


The waiter nodded and gazed at Travis. Ron caught the 
once over the waiter gave his date. He couldn’t blame him. 
Travis was hot. 

“PIL have a bottle of water and a glass of champagne.” 
“Yes sir. Are these on separate tickets?” 

“No,” Travis snarled. “He’s with me. Give me the tab. 
The waiter nodded nervously at the change in Travis’s 
demeanor and walked off at a clipped pace. 

“You scared him.” Ron chided, pleased. 


Travis stood and he followed. “I can’t stand a bunch of 


bullshit. If he wanted to know if we were together, he 
should’a 


asked.” 
Ron nodded but didn’t add anything. He’d remember that. 
Besides, it was refreshing to talk to a straight shooter. The 


meal progressed without further mishap. The waiter 
delivered 


their beverages with professional courtesy, although he and 
another waiter stared at Travis from afar. 
“You okay?” Travis asked pointing to his plate. 


“Yeah. Everything was good.” He’d unbuttoned the top of 


his trousers after his second trip to the buffet. Travis had 
polished off his third plate and sat back in the chair. 

“You ever been with a black man?” 

His fork froze midway to his mouth. “No. | haven’t. Is that a 
requirement?” 

Travis choked and laughed aloud. The dimple in one cheek 
deepened. He looked young and carefree. Ron smiled in 
pleasure knowing he’d done that for him. 

“Nah man, it’s not a requirement. You seem so comfortable 
with me. | just wondered.” 

“Comfortable? You think this is comfortable?” He snorted. 
“I’m scared shitless | might say or do something wrong and 


you'll walk out that door.” Mentally, he slapped his hand 
over 


his mouth, hating he sounded so needy, desperate. 
Travis frowned. “Why?” 

Ron shrugged embarrassed he’d blurted his feelings. 
“You know,” Travis said, peering at him. “I’m wondering 


what kind of shit happened to you that’s got you so 
suspicious 


about everything. We're just eating. If | say or do something 


you don’t like, best to know upfront, set things straight, 
right?” 


Ron nodded, not sure how to answer. Set things straight. 
His gaze slid out the picture window. Couples walked by 
holding hands, children skipped along while adoring parents 


called for them to slow down. Travis made it sound so easy 
and 


maybe for him it was. But, he’d been disappointed so many 


times in past relationships, he’d found it easier to just go 
along. 


Make allowances. Ignore the jibes, look over the forgotten 


dates, and accept the excuses or lies. He worked hard to 
keep 


things smooth in his life, with very little bumps. Like the 
sidewalk traffic, he’d been letting life pass him. He couldn’t 
remember the last time he’d done something just because. 


Spending time with Travis would either make him stronger 
or 


break his current mold. One thing for sure, dealing with this 


man would definitely be a challenge. Fortunately, his status 
quo 


life could use a little shaking up. 


“I don’t know,” Ron finally said. “Everybody likes to make 


a good impression. The little | know and see about you, | 
like. | 


guess | want you to like me too.” 

“Then be yourself. How else will | get to like you?” 
“Touche.” 

“What?” 

“Good point,” Ron corrected. “Let’s get out of here. 
There’s a shop down the street | want to look in.” 
Travis nodded slowly and pulled out his wallet. Ron 
reached for his but stopped at the scowl from his date. 
“Don’t even think about it.” 

“What?” He asked, hands spread in front. He learned fast. 
They left and walked to the outdoor weekend mall. He 


hadn’t been in a long time and had always enjoyed the 
variety 


of items. When he asked Travis if he liked shopping, he told 


him he would rather have a tooth pulled than hang out in 
the 


shopping area. Ron thought it spoke volumes that he hung 
out 


for an hour and a half with him. Most guys would’ve bailed. 
“Thanks for hanging out.” Ron took his purchases to his car 


and placed them in his trunk. He was proud of his Beemer 
and 


waited for Travis to compliment his baby. 

Travis nodded and smiled. “Now it’s your time to hang out 
doing something | like.” 

“Okay.” He said, leaning against his pride and joy. 


Although he was game for anything as long as they spent 
today 


together, a nice remark about his car would’ve been nice. 
“I’m going to bring my car around, follow me.” Travis 
tapped his nose and jogged around the corner. 

Ron watched the long legs disappear around the corner and 
then sat behind the wheel. Stomach jitters competed with 
intermittent tingles along his skin. Where would Travis take 


him? And why the hell hadn’t he said something about his 
car? 


A knock on his window snapped him out of his daze. His 
window slid down. 


“Follow me.” Travis ran to a cream-colored late model 


Lexus and drove off. 

Stunned, Ron sat for a moment before pulling out. “What 
did Travis say he did? Parcel company or something. How 
could he afford a Lexus? Ron’s parents had bought his BMW 


when he graduated with his Master’s in Business a few 
years 


ago. Murray, his lover at the time, had insisted they drive 
the 


Beemer everywhere instead of his Honda. He wondered if it 


was his car or him, Murray enjoyed. No need to wonder 
about 


Travis, his car was seriously hot. 
Driving from downtown into the burbs, he tried to price 
Travis’s car. It was a large two door newer model. “That car 


probably set him back sixty grand.” He whistled as they 
turned 


into a gated community in the suburbs of Jacksonville. Travis 


spoke to the guard and pointed to his car. Security waved 
him in 


with a large smile. 
“What the fuck?” Ron whispered. He was in the wrong 


business if delivering packages allowed you to live in this 


neighborhood. He pulled in the driveway as Travis parked in 


his garage and waited for him. He looked around the street 
at 


the neat modest sized homes with manicured lawns. They’d 


passed a clubhouse, pool, tennis courts and a park. Real 
nice 


and real expensive. 

“What is it you said you did?” He asked meeting Travis in 
the garage. 

“I work at the Parcel Service Company.” He smiled and 
took Ron’s hand. 

“If | get a job there can | drive a Lexus and move out 
here?” 

“Yeah. It may take you a while though.” He disarmed the 


security system and pulled Ron inside. The moment the 
door 


closed, Travis grabbed him close and kissed his lips gently 
before releasing him. 

“You want something to drink?” 

“Water if you have it.” He tried to focus after that kiss. 


What was he doing? Asking questions, that’s right. “So what 


did you want to do?” 

Travis grinned evilly at him. “I want to fuck your luscious 
ass every way imaginable, but I’m not going to do that. Not 
right now anyway.” 

Ron swallowed as his imagination went full tilt. “Right, 
that can wait.” Why? 

“I want to relax in the hammock out back with you.” 

Was this man for real? Ron couldn’t believe they weren’t 
going to “do it.” He’d prepared himself for ravishment. His 
face must have shown his disappointment. 

“You okay?” 

“Yeah. You have a nice home.” He walked around the light 


colored open kitchen, which opened, into a large family 
room. 


“Here you are.” Travis handed him a bottle of water and 


took his other hand, leading him outside. The huge 
hammock 


was made for sharing. The possibilities were looking up. 
“I’mma get in first and then you lay next to me.” Travis 
said sitting and stretching out. 


“Come ‘ere.” Travis reached for him. 


Gingerly, Ron sat on the roped bed and lay back 
cushioning his head on Travis’s hard chest. Soft strands of 


music filtered outside from the screened porch. He closed 
his 


eyes, enjoying the warm feelings of being held. 

Travis stroked Ron’s skin. After caring for his dying 

mama the past few years, holding someone without feeling 
fragile bones through paper-thin skin felt heavenly. He 


squeezed Ron’s shoulder, reveling in that freedom. The idea 
of 


touching someone’s skeletal imprint, even prominent 
shoulder 


or hip bones, was repugnant to him. In his mind, feeling 
bones 


was tainted with memories of sickness and disease. He’d 
take 


round, pinchable, jiggly men any day. He stroked Ron’s 
arms, 


shoulders, any and everything, to familiarize himself with 
the 


feel and contours of this man. It was a balm for his deprived 
senses. Hydrated, smooth, warm to the touch, pliable, 


squeezable skin. Ron presented a sensory feast. 


He sighed. Hungry for more of the warm flesh, he 


unbuttoned Ron’s shirt. Excited fingers brushed the light 
haired 


chest, squeezed the roll of healthy flesh on his stomach. It 
all 


felt good. Travis teased the pebbled nipple with his nails, 
pleased at the moan rumbling from Ron’s throat.. 
“You feel good.” Travis whispered as he stroked the 


clean-shaven jaw, receiving the kiss placed in his open 
palm. 


“Thanks.” The huskiness in Ron’s voice set the stage for 


further exploration. He sat up, bringing the other man with 
him 


and pulled off both of their outer shirts. 
Travis chuckled at Ron’s wide eyes staring at him. He 


tilted his chin upward and brushed a kiss against his lips. 
Long 


fingers trailed down Travis’s neck and traced the chain he 
wore before capturing his lips again. This time he plundered 


Ron’s mouth, tasting and seeking hidden spots. Delighting 
in 


the shudder that wracked his lover. 


“You're sweet,” Travis murmured huskily against soft lips, 
before recapturing them again. 

Ron moaned, pulling his head closer, his fingers twisting 
his hair, while his hand roamed over his back. 

“You like that?” 

Ron nodded and snuggled closer. 

He smiled. It had been so long since he’d taken his time 


and learned someone, he wasn’t sure he’d be able to 
reconnect. 


Before he became his mama’s caretaker, he’d been involved 


with someone steady. His much older lover had taught him 
to 


draw out pleasure, to make it last. 

“Is Ron your first name?” 

“Hmm, no it’s Ronald. Ronald Michael Griffin.” 

“Nice. Your last lover, does he live in the area?” Travis 


slid his hand beneath the other man’s waistband and 
squeezed. 


“That feels good.” Ron licked Travis’s chest and teased 
his nipples with his teeth. 


Shocks of pleasure ricocheted through him. Ron pushed 


him back, touched his chest and stomach, followed by light 
kisses. 
“| don’t want to talk or think about him. I’d rather focus on 


you right now,” Ron said staring at the rising bulge in 
Travis’s 


pants. 
“Okay,” he growled grabbing Ron’s hair, and pulled him 


toward his mouth. Their tongues dueled and tangled, in the 
end 


Ron backed down and relaxed into the kiss. 

Travis Slapped his ass, pulled down his zipper and stroked 
Ron’s cock through his boxers before springing him free. 
“Very nice.” Travis complimented while stroking his 
lover’s penis from the base to the head. 

Ron’s body shook as he nodded. His hands were busy 
rubbing Travis’s jean covered cock. 

“Hold up.” Travis place his hand over his, holding it still. 
Ron opened his eyes. 

Travis slid to the side, holding onto Ron the entire time 
assisting him from the hammock. They stood facing one 


another, staring. 


“Are you sure you're ready for this?” Travis asked, 
stroking Ron’s back, pulling him closer. 

“Yeah, I’m ready. | want to love you.” 

Travis’s brow rose in surprise at the other man’s 


response. Fascinated, he watched as red crept up Ron’s 
neck 


and face. 

“I mean, | want to have sex with you.” He corrected. 

“| liked your first answer better.” Travis kissed him again. 
He wasn’t looking for love, but if Ron fell for him, it’d make 


things easier. The man was comfortable and he’d like to 
have 


him in his corner. 
“Come on.” Travis pulled him toward the house, late 


afternoon shadows created a warm glow inside the kitchen. 
He 


glanced at his mama’s picture and smiled. She’d like Ron. 
He 


was kind-hearted and loving. They stopped at his bedroom 
door and pushed open the door. Grateful he’d changed the 


sheets and made his bed earlier, he turned and began 


undressing Ron. 

“Wait.” Ron placed a hand over his, halting him in the 
process of removing his undershirt. He dropped his hands. 
“What’s up?” 

Ron nibbled on his lower lip before answering. 

Travis wondered what happened. A few minutes ago, the 


man had been on fire, now it seemed as though the coals 
had 


cooled. His cock was still hard, he prayed the man wasn’t a 
tease. 

“I’m just a little embarrassed.” He looked at Travis. 

“Why? Of what?” He didn’t want to drag this out. 

Ron coughed, clearing his throat. “I’m overweight and not 
at my best right now.” 

If he’d thought Ron turned crimson earlier, he was beet red 
now. His face, neck and upper chest displayed his emotions. 


Travis made a mental note to keep an eye out for the times 
Ron 


turned this color. 
“You don’t like your weight?” He hadn’t thought Ron was a 


diva. 


“No, I’ve been trying to lose some of it and haven’t had 
much luck.” He shrugged looking around the room. 
“You knew your clothes would have to come off.” Travis 


crossed his arms and re-evaluated the situation. Someone 
had 


done a real head job on Ron. He wasn’t fat. Maybe a little 


pudgy around the waist, but he looked healthy, strong. And 
that 


turned him on. Did he want to get involved with someone 
with 


low self-esteem? No, he didn’t. He pulled his tee shirt over 
his 


head and threw it on the upholstered chair in the corner. 
Ron’s eye’s bulged with a flare of interest. 

“Take off your clothes,” Travis said as he crossed his 

arms. As far as he was concerned, Ron could strip or leave. 
The choice was his. 

Tentatively, Ron reached down, grasped the hem of his 
cotton tee and pulled it over his head. He looked around. 
“Put it over there.” Travis pointed to the chair where he’d 


thrown his shirt. 


Ron tossed it and watched him as he zipped his pants the 


rest of the way down. He pulled them off along with his 
boxers. 


“You look good to me.” Travis stared and licked his lips 


“What was all that shit about?” He zipped his jeans down 
and 


pulled them off along with his shorts. 
His cock hardened further in appreciation of the hunger 


reflected in Ron’s eyes. It’d been a long time since he’d 
taken 


this much time with anyone. Normally, he got what he 
needed 


and kept rolling. But Ron gave off vibes that he’d be worth 
the 


extra work down the road. The man practically begged for 
affection, it was a simple matter to meet that need. 
“You're huge,” Ron blurted. His face did that red thing 
again. 

“Not really.” 

Ron moved closer and touched his mushroomed head. It 
jumped in greeting, slapping the top of Travis’s navel. 


“He said hello, he’d like to get to know you better,” Travis 


said, smiling as he pulled Ron closer for a kiss. Ron’s hand 
latched onto his hardness and pumped. Travis walked him 
backwards to the bed and they fell. 

He smiled as Ron went wild. His hands stroked and 
touched Travis everywhere. His warm mouth left a trail of 
kisses that made Travis catch fire. Groans of pleasure 


punctuated the air as both men explored and tasted one 
another. 


Travis froze as Ron’s mouth captured his cock. He sighed 


in pleasure as his lover licked and sucked him down like a 
pro. 


He did a little something with his throat and took more of 
Travis’s rod into his mouth. His body shook in pleasure as 
Ron’s mouth pulled him into a higher realm of ecstasy. 

“Damn, that shit feels so... aw man that’s good.” Travis’s 


palms slapped the bed as his hips rose and moved under 
the 


erogenous assault. He pumped his hips slightly. Ron sucked 
harder. 
Travis grabbed his hair, thrust a few times and jetted his 


seed into Ron’s willing mouth. No one had ever been able to 


take his whole cock. 
Ron was definitely a keeper. 
He pulled Ron up and latched onto his mouth, tasting 


himself. His tongue slid deep. “No has ever done that shit 
like 


that.” He kissed him again, holding him tight while stroking 
his 


hair. 
“What do you want? l'Il let you name your pleasure,” he 


whispered into Ron’s ear enjoying the tremor that ran 
through 


his talented lover. 
“I want you to fuck me with that big cock. It tasted so good. 


| want to know how good it feels,” Ron moaned, gyrating on 
his 


rising penis. 

His arousal felt hot, heavy. Panting sounds, flavored with 
need, and delicious desire flowed from his mouth. “A fuck it 
is.” He smiled and pushed Ron back on the bed. He leaned 
forward, his lover’s hard shaft rubbed against his belly. He 


took it and his own in one hand stroking them together. 


Delicious shivers shot through him at the contact. The other 
man pulled him closer, increasing the friction. 
Releasing himself, he stroked Ron gently paying attention 


to the head. Sucking cock wasn’t his strong suit; he wasn’t 
even 


in Ron’s league. But the man had been so sweet and giving. 
He bent, took Ron in his mouth and sucked. 

Ron screamed as his legs shook. 

Travis continued sucking, and licking his penis. Feeling 

more confident, he licked one ball and then the other before 


taking the cock into his mouth again making sure he 
tongued the 


Slit. 
“Ah shit,” Ron moaned, lifting his hips in a pumping 


motion. Travis reached out to hold him down before he 
gagged. 


Sitting up, he looked at the pleasure on Ron’s face. His chest 
expanded. Maybe he wasn’t a bad cocksucker after all. 

He leaned over to the nightstand next to the bed and 
retrieved his lube and a condom. Placing some lube on his 


fingers, he spread Ron’s legs further and stroked his hole. 


“You want some of this?” 

Ron’s head lolled from side to side, his fingers squeezing 
and stroking his shaft. He nodded. 

Travis smiled and tested his readiness. He pushed in 
another finger, and went knuckle deep. 

Ron moaned and moved in rhythm with his thrusting digits. 


“In order to prepare you for me, | need to add another 
finger,” 


Travis whispered. “You’re so tight, you sure you want this?” 
Ron nodded moving on his questing fingers. Travis added 

a third finger and stroked him gently. 

“Slow down.” He placed his other hand on Ron’s stomach 
and pressed, slowing his thrusts. 

“But, it feels so good.” Ron moaned and moved slower on 
his fingers. 

“I want to make it better, but | don’t want you hurt.” He 


jerked his fingers out the tight hole and stared until Ron 
looked 


at him. 


“| don’t want you hurt, let me do this. Don’t start trying to 


ram into me.” He stared until the fog of lust cleared Ron’s 
eyes. 


“I mean that.” 

Ron nodded. 

“If you start going buck wild before I’m ready, l'Il stop and 
you'll leave.” 

“| already agreed, why are you still talking?” Ron snapped. 
Travis’s head jerked in surprise. Ron had a temper when 


he was denied. He filed that tidbit away for later and 
reinserted 


his fingers. 
“Touché.” Travis lay behind him. He was so hard; he hurt. 


Stroking Ron’s tight ass made him want more. He lifted 
Ron’s 


leg over his and lined his shaft with his hole. Gently, he 


pushed in, feeling the muscles clench and release. He 
dropped 


his forehead on Ron’s neck and breathed him in as he slowly 
pushed, gaining an inch or more. 
“You okay,” he asked huskily. Tension coiled in his neck, 


as he demanded his passion to lay low for a minute. 


“Fucking yeah.” 

He grimaced, pulled out and pushed back in, going further. 
The sensations rocked him. He squeezed Ron tighter. “I’m 
almost there,” he growled. 

Ron shivered, clenching his cock tighter in response. 
Travis almost lost it and slid balls deep into his ass. He 


held on tight enjoying the exquisite sensations along his 
cock. 


Such a tight fit, like a glove. Sweat beaded his brow as he 
waited for Ron to adjust. 

“Can | move now?” 

He nodded against Ron’s neck. “Yeah, but let me lead.” He 
pulled out and pushed, slower but harder. 

Ron moaned and grabbed his arms. 

He thrust again, gaining friction and a comfortable pace. 
Shifting slightly, he felt the small bump and stroked 
deliberately. 

Ron bucked and yelled. 

“You okay?” 


“Yesssss, hit it!” Ron screamed as he picked up the pace 


and thrust faster and harder. 
His balls drew up. He was close. Muscles tensed, heart 


raced and back bowed. His eyes shut as his body shuddered 
and 


released streams of fluid. He His mind blanked, under the 
force 


of his orgasm. He squeezed Ron, barely hearing his shout as 
he 


came. Tremors ran the length of Travis’s body as he drifted 
back to the present. It had been a long time since he’d 
experienced anything half as good as this. 

Gently, he pulled out and placed the condom in the 


wastebasket next to the bed. He spooned Ron and pulled 
the 


cover over them as they recovered. 


Chapter Six 


Ron stretched at his desk. He’d been pulling twelve hours 


days since for the past two weeks. He hadn’t seen Travis 
since 


that Sunday. The man left left him energized despite two 
repeat 


performances later that day. Insatiable should be Travis’s 


calling card. Incredulously, his extra weight didn’t faze his 
new 


lover in the least. He’d actually lifted him, picked him up 
and 


threw him into the pool later that evening. Ron smiled in 


remembrance of the wild bout of fucking they’d had on 
steps 


outside. 
That next day he’d had staff meetings. Sitting had been 


awkwardly painful at first. But by mid-day he’d perfected 
the 


stand-walkabout. He stood and walked around, giving 
directions, gaining input while keeping his team on-point. 


Travis had laughed when he’d told him about his strategy. 


They’d talked every day since Sunday, his next day off was 
too far away. He rose early, called Travis when he got home 


from work around six am to wish him pleasant dreams. Then 
he 


headed to work before Luke or whoever was with him in the 


house could ask any questions. He hadn’t seen his 
housemate 


for a few days and that was cool by him. 
By Wednesday, everything ran smoothly. “Go home, Ron,” 


Samantha, his night supervisor said, pushing him to the 
door. 


“You've been here night and day for the past week. Go 
catch up 


on your beauty rest or something.” 
“Are you sure we have enough coverage? This is a new 


account, Sam. We have to make our quotas.” He inched 
toward 


the door. 

“Yes. | got the memo. Leave so I can crack the whip.” She 
smiled and closed the door to the telemarketing room in his 
face. 


He sighed. Then his face lit as the realization of leaving 


early hit him. He dug in his pocket and grabbed his cell. 
“Travis?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Hey, I’m getting off work. Right now actually and wanted 
to see if you’d like company.” He bit his lip as he closed his 
office door. 

“Yeah. How soon can you get here?” 

Ron released a breath at Travis’s excitement. Last Sunday, 


Travis went out of town, and they hadn’t been able to see 
each 


other. He gazed out at darkness on the other side of his 
office 


window. The city’s lights lit the skyline creating a shimmer in 
the night. 

“I can head out there now.” 

“Why don’t you stop by your place, grab your clothes for 
tomorrow so you can spend the night.” 

A larger grin split Ron’s face. “That’d be great. Give me 

an hour and l'Il be at your place.” He picked up his keys and 
briefcase, heading for the door. 


“I’m cooking, what do you want for dinner, steak or 


chops?” 

Ron faltered at the elevator. Travis wanted to cook for 
him? Damn. “You choose. | like them both.” 

“Solid. l'Il call the gate. See ya when you get here.” He 
clicked off. 

Ron shook his head. Travis was a puzzle. A gentle and 


tough contradiction. He headed home thinking of the 
upcoming 


night, his body vibrated with need and remembrance. 
Pulling into the driveway, he groaned in aggravation. 


Chuck’s car was in his spot. The little snot was a nuisance 
that 


lasted longer than most of Luke’s new playthings. Obviously, 


he didn’t mind sharing since Morgan’s motorcycle was on 
the 


side of the garage. 
He wondered what Travis would think of all this? Was he 


commitment shy? Something about his demeanor said he 
wasn't 


a player. But did he want monogamy? They hadn't talked 
about 


relationships. Maybe they’d get around to it soon. 


Excited at the prospect of spending a night with Travis, he 


moved quickly to the door and headed to his room. He 
grabbed 


his garment bag and threw in some clothes for work 
tomorrow. 


His toiletries, shoes and socks went next. He looked around 
the 


room, hoping he hadn’t forgotten anything. 
With his garment bag over his arm and overnight bag in his 


hand, he closed his bedroom door. Pivoting, he headed 
down 


the hall to the front door when he heard voices. 

“Your room-mate’s too fat to hold anyone’s attention. He’s 
not dating anyone.” 

Ron froze. The tenor voice sounded like Chuck. 

“He’s not fat. He’s not as small as you, but then few men 

are.” 

Ron released a breath. That voice was Morgan. He didn’t 

sound too happy with Chuck. Morgan had always been as 


selfish as Luke, and no doubt resented Chuck’s presence. 


“He is fat. Fat and plain. He’s hanging around to get back 


with Luke. Luke told me they were an item a long time ago.” 
Ron’s heart squeezed. Luke discussed him with Chuck? 


They never talked about those days from college. He 
couldn’t 


believe he’d shared that with the snot nosed kid. 

Morgan laughed. “If Ron was interested in Luke, you 
wouldn’t be here.” 

“What do you mean?” Chuck snorted. “I’m here because 
Luke wants me here. | didn’t pop up uninvited. 

“I always pop up and I’m always welcomed. Best learn that 
early if you plan on hanging around.” Morgan returned. 

“| intend too.” Chuck sounded pissed. 

“Best learn Luke depends on Ron and would take him ina 


heartbeat if the man was interested. Open your eyes. It’s 
the 


other way around.” 

Ron swallowed. WTF? No way, Luke wasn’t interested in 
him. 

“Is that true Luke?” Chuck asked. 

Ron almost dropped his bags. Luke had been in the room 


while they discussed him so casually. 


“I’m not going to talk about it and neither are you.” Luke’s 
normally bland voice sounded hard. 

Morgan laughed. 

Ron left through the front door and was placing his things 
in the back seat when Luke walked up behind him. 

“Hey, haven't seen you in a while. You been working 
late?” He looked around at Ron’s bags. 

“Yeah, tonight’s the first night | got off early.” 

“You headed out?” 

“Yeah.” He opened his car door and placed a foot inside. 
“The lease renewal papers came in the mail today. I’ve 
already signed.” Luke stared at him. 

He sighed. “You know we agreed that the last lease would 
be our last. I’m not going to re-sign, Luke.” 

“Why not?” 

“This isn’t me. The rotating door, different people in and 


out all the time. | stay in my room, so | don’t have to make 
idle 


conversation with strangers. When | come home from work, 


I’m tired. | want to kick back, relax. Not deal with drama 


central.” 

“It doesn’t have to be like that. | can cut back if that’s 
what’s bothering you.” Luke moved closer. 

Ron frowned. “You don’t have to change for me. Be you. 
This just isn’t me. That’s all.” 

Luke nodded, watching him. “You sure you won’t change 
your mind?” 

He sighed. “Yeah. I’m sure.” 

“I'll have to get another roommate.” 

“Okay, l'Il be moved by the end of the month.” 

The two men stared at one another for a moment. Ron 


nodded and got into his car. Luke backed up and watched 
him 


pull off. 
Ron glanced in his rear view mirror. Luke stood on the 


driveway watching his car. Could Morgan be telling the 
truth? 


First Travis and now Luke. Did someone put something into 


the water that caused hunky men to be attracted to chubby 
men? 


That was one for the books. 


Chapter Seven 


“So what do you think?” Ron asked Travis. “Have you ever 
been intimate with more than one man at a time?” 

“Like a ménage?” 

Ron nodded and took his plate to the sink, rinsing it. The 


entire dinner of roasted red potatoes, broccoli, chops and 
rolls 


had been delicious. The fried pork chops had been tender 
and 


moist. He’d had seconds. 

“No.” Travis rinsed his plate before putting it in the 
dishwasher. 

“I’m trying to find out if you’re interested in a monogamous 
relationship, Travis.” Ron placed his hand on his hip and 
stared. 

“Relationship? Is that what you were talking about? Didn’t 


sound like one to me. Just a man fucking anything that let 
him. 


That’s not what I’m interested in.” He put the leftovers in 
the 


refrigerator. 

Ron sucked in his stomach and wet his lips. “Are you 
interested in a relationship or fuck buddies?” His heart 
galloped, as fear of rejection seized his throat. 

Travis turned slowly and looked at him. Heat crawled up 


his neck and rested on his face, but he maintained eye 
contact. 


“I’m not sure what I’m interested in right now, other than 


spending time with you. This is our second time together. 
Right 


now, we're kicking it, checking the possibilities. Who knows 
what’s in the future.” 
Ron released a pent up breath and walked forward. “I just 


wanted to know where you thought this was headed. | know 
we 


just met and everything, but I like you. Well a lot and | didn’t 


want to push and get all out there and you not be, well 
feeling 


me, like I’m feeling you—“ 
“Just stop.” Travis’s finger touched his lip. 


Ron closed his eyes in shame. He’d rattled off like a girl, 


worse like the snot nose kid, Chuck. Strong arms wrapped 
around him, pulling him close. 

“Right now I’m not seeing anyone else. | want spend time 
with you, and while I’m doing that, there’ll be no one else. | 
promise.” 

Ron nodded against Travis’s chest. The steady beat of his 
heart comforting. He snuggled closer and held tight. 

“You need to tell me the same thing, Ronald.” He pinched 
his posterior and rubbed it. 

“Of course | don’t want to see anyone else, are you kidding 
me?” 

Travis chuckled. 

Ron absorbed the chest vibrations and sighed. “I was 


thinking earlier that someone must’ve put something into 
the 


water. Fine, good looking men, interested in fat, plain men.” 
He laughed. 
Travis tensed and stared at him. 


“What do you mean?” 


“| overheard a conversation at the house before | came 


here. Chuck, one of Luke’s lovers said | was fat.” 

“You're not fat.” 

“Travis, you're sweet, but | am overweight. | need to lose 
at least thirty pounds to be at my optimum weight.” They 
walked toward the bedroom. 

“Who says?” 

“Well, the fitness people, the ones who come out with 
weight and nutrition stuff. You know height and weight 


matches.” He gazed at Travis, unsure if he was serious or 
not. 


Travis pushed open the bedroom door. “You said 


something about your weight the last time we were 
together. 


You need to get over it.” 

Ron’s mouth opened before he snapped it shut. Only men 
with no extra padding and muscular builds could be that 
insensitive about weight. “Get over it? Did you say get over 
it?” 

“Yeah, | did.” Travis faced him. 


“That’s a callous thing to say. No, that’s an easy thing for 


someone who has no extra body fat to say. The rest of us 
have 


to deal with the reality of being overweight and how to 
overcome the stigma.” 

“Stigma?” 

“Yes! Stigma. How many fat guys do you see with really 
good looking dates? We're the last ones who get asked to 
dance. Most men think we're only good for one thing. So 
excuse me if | can’t get over being mistreated for my size.” 
“Change it.” 

“What?” 

“Hey, if you don’t like something about yourself, change it. 


Pick your esteem up off the floor where people can walk on 
it 


and place it outta the way on your shoulders.” 

Ron stared at him. 

“My mom used to tell me that.” Travis shrugged turning 
Slightly. “One thing for sure, if you give people the okay, 


they'll mess with your head. So either change your weight 
or 


live with it. You can’t bitch about it or put yourself down. Not 


around me anyway.” Travis pulled off his shirt. 

Ron’s tongue moistened his dry lips. “You’re serious? You 
don’t think I’m fat?’ 

“My opinion shouldn’t count. It’s yours that matters. 


Besides, | invited you here, and I’ve already seen you 
naked.” 


Travis stripped off his jogging pants sans underwear. 

He crossed his arms and stared at a fully dressed Ron. “l 
want to go to bed before | leave for work.” 

Ron smiled. “I like you.” He peeled off his clothes and 
placed them in the chair. 

Travis nodded. “Same here, | hope this is the last time we 
go through the weight issue.” 

Ron stiffened and then relaxed. “I'll try.” 

Travis nodded. “I like a l'il jiggle in my meat.” 

“You're in luck,” Ron sashayed to the bed and lay down. 
Travis chuckled and followed. “You’re right. I'm lucky. 


Stop knocking yourself, you look good to me.” The palm of 
his 


hand stroked Ron’s ass and sides where he had the extra 


cushion. “I like some cushion when | ride.” He slapped his 
ass 


before pulling him close for a kiss. 
Ron writhed in pleasure as they stroked and kissed each 


other stoking the passion. His lover showed him how much 
he 


missed him with each caress. Travis’s hands left no spot on 
his 


body untouched. His mouth paid homage as he lavished 
Ron’s 


body with soft kisses. Tears sprang to his eyes at the loving 
bestowed on him. He’d always been the giver, rarely 
receiving. 

Travis traced his seam with his tongue. “Let me show you 
how much | like you the way you are,” he whispered trailing 
more kisses down his spine. 

Tremors shot through him as large palms knead his cheeks 
before placing kisses all over his ass. 

“Don’t you lose this,” Travis slapped his cheeks again. “l 
like seeing it move.” 


Ron wiggled. A feeling of euphoria enveloped him. It'd 


been a long time since he relaxed and enjoyed foreplay. 
Travis’s tongue touched his crease. 
He shuddered as his shaft lengthened. The sensations from 


having his hole laved and licked had him humping the bed 
in 


fervent need. It felt so good, he thought he’d go crazy. He 
trembled and shook under the exquisite torture of Travis’s 
tongue mimicking a thrusting cock. 

“Travvvv, please,” he begged as his ass was plundered by 
a stiff tongue and slippery fingers. 

Travis flipped him over. “Take your hands off my cock.” 

He slapped Ron’s hand away. His mouth replaced his hands. 
He bowed under the onslaught. He was so close. His hand 
landed on Travis’s head and he pumped into his mouth. He 


pulled on a lock, enjoying the rough texture. His lover’s 
body 


offered so many textures. 

Travis released him, squeezing his cock with his hand. 
“Awwww,” Ron screamed as ropes of his cum hit his 
lover’s chest. He panted, trying to catch his breath. Travis 


pulled him to the edge of the bed, turning him. 


His cum acted as a lubricant as long fingers thrust inside 
him. Ron gave himself over to Travis’s mastery as he pushed 
into him, filling him slowly, cock hot and hard like silk 
covered steel. 

Slow and steady strokes, his lover’s trademark, teased his 
gland. He bucked and received an ass slap for his trouble. 
“Stop that,” Travis growled, before picking up speed. 

Ron groaned. “So good.”He lifted his cheeks higher for 
better penetration. He was close. 

“Let’s go.” Travis yelled as he slammed home and pumped 
into him. 

Ron felt it in his toes, the sensation shot upward and 
smashed into him. He shook under the force of his release. 


Damn, did he have more juice? Couldn’t, not after blowing 
his 


wad once, this was too close together. He glanced down and 
saw the proof of his discharge. 
Travis heaved and slid to the side. For a moment, he 


thought of calling in sick. Shit, he was drained. He rubbed 
the 


soft ass lying next to him and gathered him close. 


“So good, Trav.” 

“Yeah. You are.” 

Ron pinched him. 

He felt lethargic in the afterglow. The sex had been 


incredible. He remembered a sore point, one that would 
derail 


this set up. 
“For real, you have to leave the bullshit at the door.” 


Travis tapped his cheeks for good measure. “That kind of 
talk 


makes me uncomfortable.” 

“You made that clear.” Ron snuggled under his chin. “Do 
you go to the gym? Maybe we could go together sometime.” 
Ron’s finger traced Travis’s chest and abdomen. 

“Nah, | don’t go to a gym.” He pulled Ron’s hair back and 
stared into his eyes. “It’s my job. | lift and throw packages. | 


been doing it for five years. | told you that.” He released 
Ron. 


“Why do you do that?” 
“What?” 


“Pull my hair.” He rubbed his head. 


“Because you like it.” Travis reached over and turned on 
his alarm. “Don’t you?” 

“How'd you know? You never asked.” Ron grumbled 
before snuggling closer. 

“If | stopped throwing packages and my body changed, 
would you stop seeing me?” 

Ron jerked. “What? What kind of... No of course not. Why 
would you ask that?” 

“Just wondered. You seem real caught up in a lot of stuff. | 


wanted to be clear on that.” He bent and kissed the 
Surprised 


man. 
He intentionally left that thought hanging. Neither his 


mama nor grandmamma tolerated complaining when he 
was 


growing up. You either fixed it or let it be. As much as he 
liked 


the chemistry with Ron, he’d never put up with his lover 


complaining about himself. 


Chapter Eight 


Travis and Ron had been seeing each other for almost a 


month. Today, Ron took off to look at some rentals, and 
Travis 


volunteered to come along. He’d insisted on picking Ron up 


from home. At first Ron objected, but couldn’t give hima 
good 


enough reason why. He pulled up behind Ron’s BMW and got 


out the car, taking in the other two parked cars. He headed 
to 


the porch taking in the botched lawn care. It looked as 
though 


someone tried to cut the grass and missed wide swathes. 
He 


shook his head. 
Before he could ring the doorbell the young snot from the 


restaurant, as Ron called him, opened the storm door. He 
stared 


at Travis from top to bottom, before catching himself. Travis 
recognized the gleam of desire in the kid’s eye. 


“I’m here for Ron.” He snapped, deliberately being rude. 


The kid preened. Shit, a submissive. Probably a pain or 
humiliation slut. “Get him now.” 

“Who?” 

Travis stared. The kid must be slow. “Ron.” 

“Ron?” 

“Yeah.” 

He shook his head. “Wait a minute. Did you say you were 
here for Ron, not Luke?” 

He pushed the kid to the side. “Ron,” he barked. 

“Hey, watch that.” The kid complained with a sly smile. 


“Travis, you just get here?” Ron walked out in crisp 


pleated jeans and a light blue oxford button down cotton 
Shirt. 


The man always dressed. Travis liked seeing him so cool, 


knowing exactly how to fluster him. The man was the 
complete 


opposite in bed. Wild and sexy came to mind. 

He smiled. He’d worn his Tim’s, an urban print shirt and 
baggie jeans. With his shoulder length dreads, they really 
looked like Mutt and Jeff. 


“Yeah.” He reached for his lover, drawing him in for a 


peck on the lips. 

The kid’s eyes bulged. 

“What?” Ron smirked. “Surprised?” 

“Hey Luke,” the kid yelled, staring at as if he couldn’t 
believe what he saw. “Ron’s leaving.” 

Ron shook his head and walked toward the door, overnight 


bag in hand. He watched him move, loving the extra jiggle. 
Ron 


shook his butt when they reached the car. He grabbed him 


around the waist and squeezed. “Behave,” he whispered 
before 


opening the car door for him. 
Ron laughed. 
“Ron?” Three men had stepped on the porch, well two and 


the kid. Travis briefly wondered what they’d been doing 
while 


the kid watched the front. 
Ron had one foot in the Lexus and the other on the 
driveway. He looked toward the porch, proud. He hadn’t 


wanted Travis to see his living situation, but now he was 
glad 


he did. Travis was taller than all the men on the porch. His 


shirt stretched across his muscular frame and he was a 
damned 


handsome piece of beef. Serious prime, and for today at 
least, 


all his. 
“Hey Luke, Morgan.” He nodded and sat in the car without 


introducing them. He’d leave them something juicy to 
discuss. 


Travis winked at him while closing the door. He nodded to 
the men on the porch, got in his car and drove off. 
“Is that why you didn’t want me to come to your place? The 


ménage?” Travis teased as Ron keyed the first address into 
the 


GPS. 

“Partially. | overheard them talking the other night, and it 
seems Luke might have a crush on me.” 

Travis nodded. 

“This first apartment is close to my work, making an easy 


commute. It has a lot of amenities, pool, clubhouse, and 
tennis 


courts.” He rattled into the silence. He hadn’t meant to blurt 
out 


the bit about Luke, or maybe he had on a subconscious 
level. 


“Sounds good.” 

“I should be able to save quite a bit. | want to open 
consulting firm.” Travis paid him no attention. He didn’t like 
being ignored. 

“That’s cool.” 

“An internet dating firm, specializing in animals and 
humans. Should be a hit.” 

“Yeah, you’re right.” 

He tapped Travis’ arm. “Would you use it?” 

“What?” 

“My consulting service.” 

Travis nodded. 

“Which animal or you interested in? A jackass perhaps.” 
He balled his fist on his lap. 

“A what?” Travis laughed. 

“You weren't listening.” Ron turned toward him. 


“No, | wasn’t. Sorry.” He nodded. “A jackass, that was 


good.” 

“Luke hasn’t hit on me or anything. | doubt he’s 
interested.” 

“What if he is?” Travis glanced at him and then made a 
right turn per the GPS instructions. 

“His problem, not mine.” Ron wondered if Travis was 


jealous. He glanced at him, but didn’t know him well enough 
to 


read him. 

“We're here.” Travis cut off the car and looked at him. 

“Want me to come with you?” 

“Yeah, | thought that was the purpose of you coming.” 
Travis’s attitude confused him. He didn’t seem angry, or 
jealous. More resigned. 

Both got out and looked at what was obviously a single’s 
complex. Half-dressed men and women roamed around the 
pool and whirlpool areas. Children were curiously absent. He 
couldn’t remember if they were permitted on the premises. 


Five tennis courts were to the side, a sand volleyball pit and 
a 


large comfortable clubhouse sat squarely in the middle. 


Ron liked it immediately. 
The nice sized apartment would accommodate all of his 
things. He debated putting down a deposit, and settled for 


putting it on his serious possibilities list. Travis walked 
around 


the apartment and walked out to the balcony. Ron found him 
leaning against the railing watching the activity around the 
pool. 

“What do you think?” He asked, leaning next to him. 

“It’s nice. The people seem cool.” Travis shrugged. 

“I like the vibe | get here.” He turned, placing his back 


against the rail. “But | want to check out a few more. You 
ready 


to go?” 

“Whenever you're ready.” Travis moved toward the door. 
Ron frowned. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but 
something was off with Travis. The next place was a duplex. 


They didn’t bother getting out of the car; neither of them 
liked 


the neighborhood. The next apartment complex was similar 
to 


the first, but newer with a higher price tag. 

“I think l'Il put a deposit on the first one. | liked the layout 
of that place the best.” 

Travis nodded. “Sounds good.” 

After Ron finished his paperwork, they went to grab a bite 


to eat. He wasn’t sure what had gotten into Travis earlier, 
but it 


seemed to have vanished as they sat eating at a local 
buffet. 


“You glad to be moving out?” 

Ron rolled his eyes. “You met Chuck?” 

He laughed. “Yeah, does he live there? | thought he came 
and left.” Travis cut through the pot roast and took a bite. 
Ron watched his tongue lick the gravy from his mouth. “l 


think he does, although Luke won’t tell me since we agreed 
not 


to do that without permission from the each other.” He tore 
his 


eyes away from Travis’s mouth, and glanced at the naughty 
twinkle in his lover’s eye. Two could play that game. 


“Soon | won’t have to put up with the noise from arguments 


or strangers in my place.” He wrapped his tongue around 
the 


fork and sucked off the pasta with pizzazz. 

Travis stared at his mouth. 

He snickered into the silence. 

Like a drunk man coming out of a stupor, his lover shook 


his head and stared again. The smile dropped from his face 
as 


Travis continued to stare. 

“I guess you're ready to go,” Ron said, putting his napkin 
on the table. Travis had already stood and was waiting. He 
smiled a secret smile, knowing he’d pushed this tough man 
over the line. Thrilled, he stood and followed Travis out the 


door. His hand was grabbed as they moved faster toward 
the 


Car. 
Oh, this was gonna be good, Ron thought as Travis opened 


his door, locked him in and walked around the car. The 
moment 


his back hit his seat, Travis leaned over, grabbed his face 
and 


kissed him. Vaguely, he heard comments as people watched 


from the crowded parking area. Dazed, he stared at Travis, 
who licked his lip before flipping off a nosy bystander and 


tearing out of the lot. 


Chapter Nine 


Ron moved the following weekend. Samantha and Thomas, 
two of his employees and friends came to the house the 
evening before the truck arrived to help pack his things. 
Everything moved along smoothly until Chuck wandered in. 
“So you're really leaving?” Chuck walked into his room 
uninvited looking around. 

Samantha chuckled and shook her head. “No, he’s not 
moving. We're just packing this stuff, so he can be more 
comfortable in here.” 

Thomas snickered. 

Ron ignored him as he labeled a box before putting it to the 
side. 

Chuck reddened under her ridicule and curled his lip at 

her. He faced Ron. “So where’s your yummy black lover?” 
Samantha and Thomas froze, stared at Chuck before turning 
to look at him. 


“Not today Chuck. Get out,” he snapped without looking up. 


His relationship, if that’s what you wanted to call it, with 
Travis was too new to discuss with anyone. 

“He dropped your fat ass already? | don’t blame— ” He 
jumped back as Samantha threw a book at him. 
“Asshole, he told you to get out,” she snarled, stalking 
towards Chuck, her intentions clear. 

“You, you— “ Chuck stuttered. 

“| wouldn’t complete that if | were you. She'll kick your 
ass,” Thomas threw out. “And l'Il finish if there’s anything 
left.” 

Ron stared. His mouth opened in surprise. Thomas and 


Samantha had worked for him the past two years. He’d 
brought 


them up through the ranks. But he never expected this kind 
of 


response. 


Chuck turned in a huff on stacked heeled boots and 
stomped 


away. 
“Blonde diva,” Samantha muttered, turning from the 


doorway. 


“I don’t, um, know what to say.” Ron pulled his hand 
through his hair. His life had taken a surreal turn. Men who 


he’d dreamed about in the past were interested in him, 
people 


were coming to his defense. His perception of himself had 
definitely been challenged. Whew, he was speechless. 
“About what? That jealous Barbie wanna be talking noise. 
Puh-lease,” she pushed her braids behind her ear. “If you’d 


smack the shit out of him one time, he back up. | keep 
telling 


you, you’re too nice.” 

“Nice?” Thomas mocked. “Maybe in his personal life, but 
not at work.” He stopped putting the frames in the box and 
chuckled at Ron. 

Ron knew that wicked look; someone was about to get 


raked over the coals. Thomas had a wacky sense of humor 
that 


took time getting used to, but he was usually on point. 
“Remember when Nicole was cheating online and messing 
over the customers?” 


Samantha hooted. “No, there was nothing nice about the 


verbal beat you gave her. She deserved it with her lying 
ass.” 


Ron nodded. He’d fired the lazy supervisor and promoted 
Samantha. 

“Hey what about that guy who started with you, Thomas?” 
She asked. “What was his name? Ted? Tim?” 

Thomas snorted. “Theo and he was a worst diva than 
Blondie. He took off for facial and nail appointments, was 
always late. | wondered how he ever got hired and how he 
made it through training; he was horrible on the phones.” 
They looked at Ron. “I didn’t hire him.” 

“No but you fired him.” Thomas stared at him. 

No way would he admit his boss’s friend had a thing for 


the younger man and had gotten him the job. When things 
went 


south, his boss had told him to get rid of the young man. 
Theo 


caused a scene and called names. He knew more about 
some of 


his boss’s partners than he’d ever wanted to know. 


“Yeah, | did.” He marked another box. 


“Sooooo, you dating a brother?” Samantha asked while 
filling another box. 

“Dating might be a strong word.” Both his supervisors 
knew he was gay. They respected his privacy since he didn’t 
discuss his personal life. 

Thomas laughed. 

Samantha smiled. “I’ve had a few of those.” 

“Me too,” Thomas said. 

“He’s helping you move?” Samantha asked. 

“He’s getting a truck tomorrow. It shouldn’t take long with 
all this packed.” 

They all agreed. 

An hour later, Luke tapped the door. The boxes were 


stacked neatly to the side. The bed had been broken down 
and 


leaned against the wall. All the drawers were empty. His 
bathroom packed and labeled. 

He nodded to Thomas and Samantha before looking at Ron. 
“I guess I’m too late to offer help.” 


Samantha rolled her eyes and sucked her tooth. 


Luke looked at her and straightened. “I was in the room 
and must’ve overslept or something. Sorry.” 
Ron nodded. He didn’t expect any more from Luke. Never 


had. Weird, he’d known Travis a few weeks, and he offered 
to 


get a truck to move him. Luke his friend for over ten years 


overslept and only offered in the face of Samantha’s 
contempt. 


It spoke volumes about their lopsided friendship. 

“You going to need help loading this on the truck?” Luke 
asked. 

“I’m not sure, Travis is picking up the truck in the morning, 


and | think he’s bringing someone with him to help.” He 
picked 


up his shirt and folded it. 

“Travis?” Luke asked. “The guy in the Lexus?” 

Strange that’s what Luke remembered. “Yeah.” 
Samantha’s eyes, widened. Thomas leaned against the 
wall, smiling. 


Luke looked around the room, and then at him, again. 


There was something in his posture, in his eyes. Ron 
couldn’t 


decipher it. 
“Well, | hope you'll come around some time,” Luke said. 


“We've been friends for a long while. | don’t want to see 
that 


end on a bullshit note.” 

Ron nodded, not feeling up to a conversation with Luke in 
front of his friends. He hadn’t discussed Travis, or told Luke 
where he was moving. He just wanted this chapter of his life 
closed. 

“Let’s go out for dinner and a drink tonight,” Luke asked 
into the silence. “It’s been a while and we can catch up.” 
Ron looked at him incredulously and laughed. Only 


someone as self centered as Luke would suggest going out 
after 


a tiring day of work and packing, followed by a day of 
moving. 


“Hey that sounds great, but we’re going to Sam’s when we 
leave here, and then I’m headed to Travis’s.” A pang of guilt 


hit him at Luke’s crestfallen expression. The man had been 


spoiled. He barely worked; his lovers took good care of him. 
“After | get situated, l'Il call you, and we can get together, 
all right?” Ron offered hoping to placate his college friend. 
Luke nodded, turned and waved. 

“So, Sam what’s cooking at your place?” Thomas asked 
wiggling his eyebrows. 

She threw him the bird as they filed out to their cars. 

Ron laughed. They knew he’d made up the comment about 
her house. The three of them were going to dinner, his treat, 
but he hadn’t wanted to invite Luke. It seemed kinder at the 


time to make up that lie. His overnight bag was already in 
the 


car. Travis expected him in another hour or so. He wanted to 


move on with his life. 


Chapter Ten 


The next day was a scorcher. Travis woke him up early, 


and they picked up the reserved truck. Two of his friends 
had 


arrived late last night and were still asleep when they 
returned 


with the vehicle. 
“Rome, Joe,” Travis shouted walking inside, and dropped 


his keys. Ron stared at his clipped movements. Last night 
he’d 


been tired, and they hadn’t been able to do more than 
cuddle. 


He licked his lips and stared at the smooth muscled 
perfection. 


“Hey, Trav?” he called. 

Travis stopped and looked back at him. 

“Come here a sec.” He nodded, his eyes half-mast. 

He watched Travis’s sultry stroll and swallowed. Desire 
flared and threatened to consume him. He reached out and 


touched his waist, his hands slid upward to his chest. His 
eyes 


followed his hands. “I missed you.” 

Travis lifted his chin and kissed him lightly. “I missed you 
too. You were worn out last night.” 

“I’m not now.” He pulled Travis’s head down and 

deepened the kiss. Strong arms wrapped tightly around him. 
Both hard cocks greeted each other. He moved, loving the 
friction. 

He swallowed Travis’s moan. 

“Damn Jerome, we could have stayed in bed a little 
longer.” The words penetrated, Ron’s conscience. Travis 
released him slowly and placed his chin on Ron’s head. 
“No, let’s get this done, and then we can all go to bed.” 
Travis said squeezing Ron. 

“You promise?” Ron mouthed, looking at him. 

He nodded and released him. “Most def.” 

Ron brushed his pleated jeans and turned to meet Travis’s 
friends. He bit his lip to keep his mouth from hanging open. 
Life couldn’t be this unfair. Both men were wet dream 


muscular specimens. He felt like the ugly stepsister at the 
ball. 


“Ron, this is my friend, Jerome. | call him Rome and his 
partner, Joe.” He nodded in their direction. “This is Ron.” He 


squeezed Ron’s hand and headed to the kitchen. “If you 
guys 


need to grab a bite, everything’s in here." Travis yelled from 
the other room. 
Joe, a short Hispanic with bedroom eyes, long lashes and a 


compact build, nodded and headed to the kitchen. Rome 
smiled 


and walked over. “Nice to meet you Ron.” 
His tongue stuck to the roof of his mouth. 
Rome’s hazel-green eyes appeared kind. The two of them 


were similar in height, but that’s all they had in common. 
Rome 


had a wide sculpted chest and muscular arms. He was wider 
than Travis and Joe. His wavy hair was cut close, and he kept 
his face, baby smooth. 

“Same here.” He felt like a ninny. “I hope we can all get 


together later tonight, talk some.” There, he’d made a 
complete 


sentence. 


Rome smiled. “You think you can talk Trav into going toa 
club or something before we leave Sunday?.” 

“Travis? Clubs?” 

“I know, shame aint it? The man is too young to be a 
hermit.” He turned toward the kitchen. “Well if | don’t get in 
there, Joe will eat all the food.” He touched his shoulder and 
walked off. 

Ron turned and walked to the window overlooking the 

front of the house. He didn’t know if Travis went to clubs, he 
didn’t know if his lover went to shows, art exhibits, libraries, 


or school. There was a lot he didn’t know. Did that mean 
their 


relationship was shallow? Travis encouraged him to follow 
his 


mind, and be happy. Encouraged him to look beyond the 


physical to the soul or heart. He knew his lover could be 
abrupt 


or cold when aggravated, but that didn’t happen often. 
Arms wrapped around his waist, and warm lips grazed at 
his ear. He closed his eyes and relaxed into the embrace. 


“What you thinking about?” Travis asked, licking his ear. 


“Your friends are so much cooler than mine.” 

Travis chuckled. “That’s because | only have the one. 
Joe’s here by default.” 

“How'd you get them to come?” He stared at the children 


playing with a ball across the street, marveling at the 
normalcy 


of it all. 

“I asked Rome to help me move you.” 

“And just like that, they came?” He tilted back and gazed at 
Travis. 

“Yeah, just like that.” Travis squeezed his waist and turned 


him. “We've been friends since high school, and worked at 
the 


parcel company together.” 
Ron nodded thinking of Luke. They’d known each other 


since high school, and he couldn’t depend on him for 
anything. 


Travis kissed him before tapping his nose. “Do you have 
the keys to the apartment?” 
Ron nodded. “Were the two of you ever lovers?” 


Travis reared back. A grimace covered his face. “No, 


we're like brothers and have completely different tastes.” 
He patted Travis’s chest, pleased. A load lifted from him. 
“I just asked, don’t get all snarky.” 

“Snarky?” Travis’s face morphed into shock, and then he 
laughed, hard. “You say the funniest words. Is that a New 


Hampshire thing?” He asked pulling him into another 
embrace. 


“No, that’s— .” Ron stopped when Rome and Joe walked 
into the living room in sweats and tee shirts stretched tight 
across their chests. If nothing else, Chuck and even Morgan 
will have a month’s worth of masturbation fantasies. 

“Y'all ready?” Travis turned facing his friends. His hand 
Slipped under Ron’s waistband. He rubbed his round cheeks. 
Ron leaned into him, beaming. 

“Yeah,” Joe said, pulling Rome’s hand from behind. 

“Just admiring the view,” Rome said laughing at a red 
faced Joe. 

Travis shook his head at his friend’s antics and released 
Ron as Joe walked by. 


Ron laughed, agreeing with Rome but was smart enough 


not to say anything. Rome winked at him. The man was 
incorrigible. 

HHH 
That night the four of them sat at a table at a local hotspot. 
The music was loud and thumping. Ron hadn’t been here in 


over a year. He and Murray, his former lover, had 
frequented 


the nightclub when they’d been together. 
Somehow, Rome had gotten Travis to agree to go out 


tonight, using their coming to his aid as a bargaining chip. 
Ron 


had pulled Travis to the side and offered to stay at home so 
he 


could hang out with his friends. 

“No, if | have to go, you’re going with me.” He’d been 
adamant, and Rome really wanted to go. 

Ron sighed and realized he’d either have to confide his 


reason for not going or take his chances of running into his 
ex. 


He remembered Travis’s response after spilling the beans 


about Luke’s possible interest and decided to drop the 
matter. 


Joe and Rome were grinding on the dance floor. Travis 


had just returned to their table when Ron felt someone 
staring 


at him. In this place, it could be anyone, so he ignored the 


feeling and accepted the drink from his lover. They’d danced 
a 


couple of times, but it was apparent nightclubs were not 
Travis’s thing. He sat close enough, that it was obvious they 
were together, but didn’t say much. 

Ron turned to say something to Rome, who'd just sat next 
to him, when Travis squeezed his shaft. He jumped at the 
sensations shooting through him as his lover stroked and 
pulled. 

“Stop that,” he whispered. “The bathrooms are nasty here. 
And it’s too cold outside.” 

“I want you and this is taking too long,” Travis spoke in his 
ear, sending tendrils of lust spiraling through him. 

Sliding closer, he inhaled and brushed his lips against his 
lovers cheek. 


“Travis?” An older black man with thick wavy hair, 


walked up to their table. “That is you. What are you doing at 
a 


place like this?” 

Ron tensed, taking in Travis’s stillness, and Rome’s alert 
posture. 

“Hey Preston,” Travis said, his hand moving to Ron’s 


thigh holding him in place. As if he’d leave. “I’m here with 
my 


friends. Enjoying the night, what’re you doing in the ‘Ville?” 
“I had some business here to take care of and stayed over 


through the weekend.” He looked around the table and 
coughed. 


“| heard about your mom. | meant to send you a note.” 
Travis nodded, as he rubbed Ron’s thigh. “She’s in a better 
place.” 

Ron watched the byplay between Travis and his ex. He 


recognized the vibes. It didn’t escape his attention that no 
one 


introduced anyone. He assumed Rome knew the man, but 
hadn’t 


bothered to acknowledge him. Weird. And he’d been 


concerned about running into his ex. 


Ron patted Travis's thigh and set his face toward the dance 
floor. Chuck and Morgan were dancing wildly on the floor. 


Blonde and red hair flying. He shook his head, touched 
Rome 


and nodded in the direction of the dynamic duo. If he didn’t 
know any better, he’d sworn they’d followed them here. The 


two had made nuisances of themselves earlier as Joe and 
Rome 


moved the heavier furniture out of his old bedroom. He’d 
Swear 


they drooled watching the three men move. 
Rome called them twinks. 
Of all the party places, they showed up here. He shook his 


head, glad to have left that drama behind. Travis squeezed 
his 


thigh. 

He turned noticing the man had left. “Your ex?” 

“I guess you can say that.” Travis stared at him and then 
over at Rome. 

“Either he was or wasn’t. Which is it?” Ron refused to 


ignored. 


Rome laughed. “He’s been around you too long, Trav. 
Sounds like a straight shooter, no chase, to me.” 

Travis smiled. “You right. He’s an ex.” He brushed his 

lips against Ron’s. 

“Does he want into your present or future?” He murmured 
against Travis lips. 

“Probably.” 

“Not going to happen,” Ron said defiantly, pulling his head 


down, deepening the kiss. His fingers brushing against his 
face 


delighting in the hair on his face. 

When Ron released him, Travis stared for a moment. His 
eyes twinkled mischievously. “Staking a claim?” 

“Do | need too?” 

Travis moistened his lips while staring at him. “Maybe.” 
“Well consider it done. I’m staking a claim. He can’t have 
you.” 

Rome laughed and draped his large arm around Ron’s 


neck, pulling him to his side. “I like him, Trav. Hang on tight, 


he’s what you need.” He slapped Ron’s back and stood to 
dance 


with Joe. 
Travis stared at him and nodded. The next song was slow 


and Travis stood, offering him his hand. They moved onto 
the 


floor, holding one another. 

Initially, Ron had been scared Travis would blow him off. 

He still didn’t know where he’d gotten the balls to claim the 
man so publicly. All he knew was he wanted this man and 
would do whatever necessary to keep him. He leaned into 
Travis’s chest as Tyreese crooned one of favorites, “One”. 
Joe and Rome danced locked in an embrace not far from 
them. Travis rubbed his back, recapturing his attention and 


pulled him in close. He closed his eyes, enjoying the 
moment. 


When the song ended, Travis kissed his forehead and pulled 


him from the floor. He nodded to Rome and they headed to 
the 


exit. 
“Ron!” an inebriated Chuck yelled, snaking through the 


crowd to reach them. Travis glanced back and kept walking, 
his 


efforts hampered by the throng. 

“Ron, Luke and Morgan are sitting over there.” He pointed 
towards a dark area of the club. “Come say hi.” He grabbed 
Ron’s hand. 

Ron snatched it back, feeling Travis tense. “Trick, take 
your hands off me before | knock your narrow ass down. l'II 
talk to them another time.” He turned to leave. 

Rome glared at Chuck. 

“What?” Chuck slung his blonde curls over his neck, 
sneering. “You think you’re too good to speak now that you 
finally got someone topping your big ass?” Red splotches 
covered his face. Jealousy didn’t look good on him at all. 
Two things happened at once. Rome and Joe formed a wall 


behind Chuck. Travis tried to pull him behind; but he stood 
to 


the side so they both stood facing the hapless diva. Travis 
reached for Chuck. Ron batted his hand down and grabbed 
Chuck around the arm. It was his big ass after all. 

Someone had tipped off security and they came running just 


as Travis reached for a scared shitless Chuck. 


“I think we can take it from here.” The large security guard 
took Chuck from Travis’s fist and stood him on the floor. “A 


couple of folks told me he mouthed off some offensive shit. 
II 


be sending him home.” He nodded at Rome and Joe, who 
stood 


with their arms crossed like miniature Sumo wrestlers, 
glaring 


at Chuck. 
Travis stared at a beet red Chuck. “Fuck with him again 
and | will hurt you.” The words were spoken with such 


menace, Rome’s head snapped up. His eyes widened and 
met 


Ron’s. He shook his head sorrowfully. Ron had no idea 
what'd 


just happened, but he felt the change. His man was beyond 
pissed. Travis didn’t give him a chance to ask questions, he 
grabbed his hand, and they left. 

Since Travis had out of town guest, and they had helped 
him move, Ron spent his first night in his new apartment at 


Travis’s. He rolled over, expecting to feel his lover, but came 


up with empty sheets. “What the?” he glanced around at 
the 


clock; it was four in the morning. Too early to be up. 
He rolled out of bed, prepared to find Travis and bring him 


back to bed when he heard sounds. Moving closer to the 
closed 


bedroom door, he followed the sounds to the intercom on 
the 


wall. Leaning forward, he could hear Travis and Rome 
talking, 


must be in the kitchen since the main system was located 
there. 


Ron froze when he heard his name. One day he’d learn not 
to 


eavesdrop, but today wasn’t that day. He leaned closer to 
listen. 


“Ron’s into you. There were a lot of men checking him out, 


you'd better stake a claim soon before he listens to some 
other 


noise.” That had to be Rome, Ron thought. Hoping Travis 
agreed with his surprising assessment. 
“I don’t know. He might be feeling his ex or one of his old 


roommates. l'Il wait and see. I’m not up for any drama.” 


What ex? What drama? Ron screamed in his mind. He’d 
seen Luke, and his ex, Murray, tonight and hadn’t paid them 


any attention. If Travis didn’t want him, he needed to be 
honest 


about it. 
“Shit, you not wanting drama?” Rome scoffed. “What do 


you Call that shit with Preston at the club. He handed you 
his 


business card.” 
What? Ron screamed in his mind. That bitch gave him his 


business card while Travis had his hand on his leg? Heat 
raced 


up his back and across his chest, he wanted to confront his 
lover about that foulness right now. 

Travis chuckled. “Preston is an old trick, trying to return to 

a place that’s no longer his. He Knows he fucked up, and it 


burns him. | left the card on the table. He watched me flick 
it to 


the floor.” 
Ron smiled, glad it was the other guy and not him, because 


that was cold. 


“Yeah, good move. He was an asshole at the end. Bailing 


when you needed—okay maybe not needed him but 
could’ve 


used his support.” 
Ron wondered what the hell happened. There were a lot of 
blanks in his knowledge about Travis, which scared him. It 


didn’t seem they were getting any closer. Was he wasting 
his 


time? 

“Well, at least you’re letting this one get close. | worried 
you'd run everyone off with your friendly personality.” Rome 
chuckled. “He’s the first one you’ve brought to your crib, 
right?” 

“Yeah. He’s good, | like him.” 

“I can tell you do, couldn’t keep your hands off him all day. 
You always did like’em juicy.” 

Ron preened knowing Travis hadn’t brought any others to 


his house. That knowledge went a long way salving his 
pride. 


“I thought you were taking care of him, paying his rent.” 


What the fuck? Ron thought. 


“No, he’d probably kick my ass if | tried that shit. He’s 


smart and independent.” A snort. “That’s your thing, not 
mine.” 


“Fuck you. That happened one time and you keep bringing 
it up.” Rome snapped. 

What? Had Rome supported someone? These half answers 
left Ron with more questions. 

“I see you and Joe are still kicking it.” 

Ron straightened and leaned closer. That was Travis. Why 
wouldn't his friends be together? He should stop listening 
since they weren’t talking about him, but found he couldn’t 
move. 

“Yeah, after Lorna had the last baby, she kicked him out. 
Said he had to choose and was mad when he refused.” 
“Just like that? After what three years, she got tired of 
Sharing him with you?” 

“I was sharing him with her. Don’t get it twisted.” Rome’s 


snarl came through the intercom. Ron’s mouth dropped. Joe 
had 


a woman? And kids? What the fuck? 


“Whatever,” Travis said. “She knew you guys were 


together when she approached him. What did she expect?” 
“I don’t know. It’s been a brutal year for us. We love the 
kids.” A pause and then, “don’t look at me like that,” Rome 
Snapped. 

“Why, because I told you it was a crazy idea from the get- 
go?” 

What was a crazy idea? Ron wondered. The babies or the 
relationship? 

Rome’s sigh came through loud and clear. “He wanted 
kids.” 

“You can’t have any.” 

“I know that, fuck.” 

“Is it worth the aggravation?” 

“| love him, | have since | was seventeen. What else could 

| do?” 

“You don’t want me to answer that.” 

“No, | don’t. You’ve made your feelings clear. | appreciate 
you trying to be nice to him.” 

“Hey, you’re my boy. That’s your drama. Not mine.” 


“You always were a ‘my way or else’ little prick. Even in 


high school.” Rome laughed. 

Ron scooted closer, hungry to hear more about his lover. 
“Not really, well maybe | am.” 

“It’s going to hit you one day.” 

“What're you talking about?” 

“You've never been in love. It’s going to knock you on 


your ass, and | hope it’s with Ron. | think you can trust him 
with 


your heart.” 

Travis’s snort, pierced Ron. 

“Look what love did for my mama. Her husband beat her 
while she was dying man. Preston left when | took over her 
care. He claimed to love me.” 

“Preston loved Preston, just like that little Trick who 


stopped Ron at the club. Besides, he knew you didn’t feel 
the 


same. As long as you could take care of his needs, he was 
there. Love doesn’t stop when the loving does, Trav. It don’t 
work that way.” 


No, Ron wanted to yell, love didn’t work that way. He 


moved from the intercom. Travis talked more to Rome in 
those 


few minutes than he said to him the few weeks they’d been 
together. That hurt. He wasn’t sure what to do with the 


information he’d heard. Was Travis a lost cause? Had he 
been 


scarred so badly there wasn’t a spot for him? The 
depressing 


thought sent him back to the silken covers on the bed. He 
rolled 


in a ball, holding Travis’s pillow close to his chest. His closed 
his eyes reflecting on their times together. True, Travis took 


him to the top of the world sexually, but what else did he 
give? 


HH#H 
Travis walked from the back of the house with an envelope 


in his hand. He handed it to Rome. The sun rose, he and 
Ron, 


met Joe and Rome at the door. They were leaving and Ron 
wanted to thank them for moving him into his apartment. 
“I think he’s left the area. The guys haven't been able to 


find him since he came out the hospital. He’s an oily 
bastard,” 


Rome said, placing the package in his pouch. 

Travis shrugged. “I’ve got it covered. Give this to Mr. 
Bowen, he’s handling the house.” 

Rome nodded. 

“Tell your Aunt, thanks.” Travis turned to Joe. “Thanks for 


your help. Take care of him.” He nodded to Rome, who 
smiled 


bashfully. 

“| intend to. He’s my world.” Joe pulled the much larger 
man to him. 

Travis nodded, a skeptical expression on his face. 

Joe frowned and held Rome’s hand tight. 

Ron stepped forward, “thanks for all your help. | really 
appreciate it.” 

Joe nodded, “no problem. It was a pleasure.” He walked 
out the door with a glance at Rome and then Travis. 
“You are so bad, Trav. | think you hurt his feelings with 


that, sure-you-do-look.” Rome laughed and pushed his 
friend’s 


shoulder. 


“What? His world? Please.” Travis snorted and shook it 


off. 

“He feels bad enough over everything that’s happened, and 
you're not helping.” 

Travis shrugged. “Drive safe and thanks again for your 
help.” 

They pounded fists. 

Rome turned to him. “Ron, he comes off as a cold bastard, 
but he’s not. He might be worthy of your time and affection. 
Don’t give up on him.” He squeezed Ron’s shoulder and 
walked out the door. 

“Twink,” Travis muttered. 

“Sissy,” Rome answered throwing a finger in the air. 

Travis closed the door and looked at Ron. He hadn't said 
much since last night. “You okay?” Travis looked closely at 
him. 

“I’m good. I’mma hop in the shower and get over to the 


apartment. | need to unpack my clothes before work 
tomorrow.” 


He walked away. 


Travis watched the sway of his hips until he disappeared 


in the bedroom. It'd been a long weekend. Seeing Preston at 
the club last night opened the door to some disturbing 
memories and feelings. They’d been together three years 


before Preston left him alone and afraid to care for his 
mama. 


He’d thought they made a good match and was surprised 
when 


the man broke it off. What did that say about him? The most 
he 


felt was surprise, not pain or grief. His store of emotions had 
been depleted a long time ago. 

He moved toward the lanai, sat on the chair and watched 
the palm trees move gently in the morning breeze. Ron 


probably had a million questions, unfortunately he didn’t 
feel 


like answering any. He should go reassure the sweet man in 


his bedroom. He knew he wouldn’t. Leaning his head 
against 


the cushion, he closed his eyes and drifted. Snapshots of his 


grandmamma, mama, Preston, and even Rome in high 
school 


flew across his lids. 


They’d lived with his grandmamma when he was small, 


and she’d been a no-nonsense woman. Emotional displays 
of 


any kind were not tolerated. He remembered when his 
grand 


daddy left. He’d been a small boy of five. The arguments 
between his grandparents had been loud and frequent. His 


grandmamma could verbally castrate a man in sixty 
seconds. 


His granddaddy left after twenty-one years of abuse. 
Travis had waited for him to return from the store. He never 


did. His grandmamma pretended she didn’t care. One day 
he 


came across her crying and innocently asked her why. Her 


head had whipped up, and she backhanded him so hard, he 
spun 


and hit the ground. His mama ran out the room at his 
piercing 


scream, snatched him up and snarled something at her 
mama. 


They moved out the following week. His mama never forced 
him to go visit the old bitch, although she preached about 


forgiveness. 


Often he wondered if he inherited her coldness, her 


taciturn personality. She was selfish and didn’t care about 
the 


opinion of others. Neither did he. When he came out, the 
only 


opinion that mattered was his mama’s. She bemoaned not 
having grandchildren but left it alone after that. He lived his 


life openly, refusing to live his life as a charade. Since he 
was 


a big man, few stepped into his face with derogatory 
remarks, 


which suited him fine. 
“I’m heading out,” Ron yelled from inside. 
Don't leave. Ugly memories crept to the surface. “Okay, 
l'Il call you later, maybe we can hang out.” 
The ping of the alarm signaled the closing of the front 
door. Travis closed his eyes, miserably uncertain of his next 
move. 
His retribution wasn’t complete, not yet. 
HHH 


It took Ron three hours to unpack all of his boxes, hang his 


pictures and get the knick knacks on the shelves. His living 
room furniture would be arriving tomorrow. He could hardly 
wait. He spun in the empty space, loving the quiet. 

“Mine.” 

His cell beeped. He hesitated, not quite ready to deal with 
Travis. Glancing at the ID, he realized it was Murray, his ex. 


He rolled his eyes, there must be something in the water. 
For 


months nothing, now bam, he was in demand. 

“What’s up?” 

“Uh, Ron, Ronald?” 

“Yeah, what’s up?” He walked to the balcony and watched 
the pool activity. 

“I saw you last night and realized it’d been a while since 


we talked. Luke told me you moved out, had your own place 
| 


was surprised.” 

“Really? Why?” He asked realizing he didn’t care. 

“You and Luke, you guys were pretty tight. | didn’t think 
you'd leave him.” 


That arrested his attention. “Leave him? We were 


housemates. That's all.” 

Murray snorted. “Only in your mind, Ronnie. | got the 
impression from Luke the two of you were thick.” 

“My name’s Ron. | hated when you called me that. What do 
you mean? Thick?” A weird feeling enveloped him. What the 
hell had been going on? 

“Really?” he said flustered. “Why didn’t you tell me you 
didn’t like that name?” 

“It didn’t matter then. You only said it when we fucked.” 


He ignored Murray’s gasp. “Now tell me what you meant 
about 


Luke.” 

“He implied a few times the two of you were fuckbuddies.” 
“What?” Ron yelled. “He never told you that.” 

“No..., not in so many words. He was possessive of you. 
Didn’t you wonder why he and | never got along?” 

He had, but never attributed it to rumors about his love life. 
Both men were handsome, he thought it was some type of 


rivalry. He never imagined he’d been the reason. “Not 
really.” 


“So you okay, everything alright at work?” Murray asked to 


fill the silence. 

“Yeah it’s good. Busy.” 

“You want to get together for dinner one night? Maybe 
check out a movie or something?” 

Ron shook his head. It didn’t even surprise him anymore. 
“How's Sonny?” 

Sonny had been a friend of theirs when they were an item. 
He’d noticed the death grip Sonny had on Murray last night. 
The sigh came through loudly. “He’s good. We started 
talking about a month ago.” 

“What happened to Ralph?” The stud had been Sonny’s 
lover for years. 

“He moved to California.” 

That explained it. “Ah, okay.” He chuckled behind his 
palm. “Listen | have to go. I’m still getting settled here.” 
“Where’d you move?” 

“Not important.” 

“No?” 

“No.” 


“Would you prefer | not call?” 


“Yeah, that’d be good.” Ron ran his fingers through his 
hair. It'd grown longer since he'd been seeing Travis. He 


exhaled. All thoughts led to Travis. How had the man stolen 
his 


focus so quickly? He needed to step back and examine the 


situation. Somehow, he didn’t think he’d be partial. Even 
now, 


his body vibrated with need thinking of the man. 

“I didn’t think it'd come to this.” 

“What?” Ron hadn’t been listening. 

“You shutting me out so completely.” 

Oh please, Ron rolled his eyes. He found out after the 


break-up, Murray had cheated on him the entire time. He 
didn’t 


bother answering. 

“Okay, | guess l'Il see you around.” Murray waited for him 
to say something. 

“Bye.” He clicked off and looked at the complex before 


heading out to the grocery store. He needed to stock up. 


Chapter Eleven 


Ron had been in his apartment for two weeks, and Travis 
had spent the night once. And that was the night after he’d 
moved in, his first night sleeping in his new home. He’d 


cooked the only meal he made halfway decent, spaghetti 
and 


meatballs, with garlic bread. They’d eaten in relative quiet. 
Both of them pensive. Neither wanted to risk shattering the 
faux peace. Their lovemaking had an apologetic quality to it, 
somber, gentle and lacked the normal urgency. 

He’d been relieved when Travis left to go to work after 


midnight. Neither had called the other since then. Ron took 
the 


time to decide a few things in his life. He was overweight, so 


he started walking on the trail near his apartment. A few of 
his 


neighbors hit the track on the weekends, and he’d done that 


once. He made a few friends, hung out, drank beer. 
Anything to 


stave off the urge to call Travis. 


He went shopping with Samantha and bought some casual 
clothes. Sweats, sneakers, and pleat-less jeans. Samantha 
talked him into getting his hair styled, keeping the longer 


length. After handing over a hundred plus bucks, his hair 
had 


been lightened and cut in a flattering style around his face. 
The 


difference was amazing. He wondered why he’d never had it 
done before. His new look helped maintain his new 
confidence. 

Although he’d missed Travis something fierce, the cost to 


his esteem was too high to continue the way they were 
headed. 


He was in love with the man but required more than a hard 
dick 


and savvy tongue. His strategy? He planned to wait his man 
out. 


His heart wouldn’t allow him to accept the end of their 
budding 


relationship. 
On the Sunday morning of the second week, Travis 


knocked on his door. 


“Hey,” Travis said. His beard was a little fuller than the 


last time. Sunglasses hid his eyes, so Ron wasn’t sure what 
he 


was feeling. His heart swelled at the sight of his lover. 
“Hey.” He stared drinking him in. 

“Can | come in?” Was there a hint of uncertainty in his 
voice? 

Ron backed away, allowing him entrance while hiding his 
smile. 

They stood in the furnished living room. After a quick 
glance around, Travis stared at him. “You look different, 
what’d you do?” 

“A few things. What’s going on Travis? | haven’t heard 
from you in a while.” 

Travis’s eyes snapped to his. “I haven’t heard from you 
either.” 

Ron nodded and went into the kitchen. “I was about to fix 
breakfast. You want some?” 

“Actually | was planning on taking you to breakfast.” 


Travis had followed and leaned against the wall watching his 


every move. He wondered if he liked the changes he’d 
made? 


He hadn’t seen his place since the furniture had arrived. Did 
he 


like it? 

“Really? Where’d you have in mind?” 

“Does it matter?” 

Ron thought about it for a moment. “Yeah, | guess it would 
matter. | don’t want to do the Red Crow.” He smiled briefly 
before pulling out his cinnamon toast waffles. 

“Then | guess | will join you for breakfast. Put a few of 
those in the toaster for me, thanks.” 

Ron nodded, secretly pleased they were staying in. They 


hadn’t properly christened his place, and he intended to 
rectify 


that pronto. 

After. 

After they discussed their relationship, after Travis 

answered his questions and after Travis committed to him. A 
tall order, but he was worth it. 


Travis watched Ron fix the waffles. A strange fluttering hit 


his stomach. He’d fought this weird need to see the man for 
the 


past two weeks. This morning, he gave in to the craving and 


headed over. He missed his starched, polished companion 
who 


made him laugh. It wasn’t until Ron had him waiting at the 
door 


that he realized he might have company. 

The rip in his gut surprised him. 

It shouldn’t have mattered if Ron moved on, but it did, big 
time. The feeling eased and changed once he was inside. He 
noticed his lover had changed in other ways while he’d been 
trying to figure some things out in his messed up life. Right 


now, he needed make sure things were on track between 
the 


two of them. 
“What have you been up to, other than fixing up your 


place?” He turned toward the living room and nodded. “It 
looks 


good by the way.” 
“Thanks, Il’ve—“ he stopped at the knock on the door. 


Travis tensed. If he doubted his feelings ran deep for this 


man before, that one knock set the record straight. He 
stared at 


the kitchen wall while Ron answered. 
Be cool, wait and see what’s up. You’ve been out of the loop 


the past two weeks. Despite the stern talking he gave 
himself, 


when he heard the male voice at the door he swiveled, 
paying 


attention. 

“Thanks, Glen. I’m not going to run today. I'll probably hit 
the trail with Jackie and Sharon later this afternoon when it’s 
cooler. I’m not trying to pass out on the asphalt.” Ron’s light 
laughter and easy banter was a balm, calming his newly 
acknowledged green monster. 

“See you next time.” 

Ron closed the door, a smile lingering on his features. 

Travis stared entranced. His arms acted independently, 
grabbing Ron around the waist, and pulled him in. 

“I missed you,” he whispered before taking his mouth. 


He’d meant to be gentle, just a quick taste. It'd been so 
long, 


too long, since he’d held this man. Ron’s moan and arms 
tightening around his neck did him in. He deepened the kiss, 
pulling him closer. He tasted sweet, like sticky maple syrup. 


Their tongues dueled, got reacquainted. He inhaled Ron’s 
fresh 


smell as they broke apart to breathe. 

He shuddered and dropped his forehead on Ron’s. 

“I missed you too,” Ron whispered and gave him a quick 
peck on the lips before pushing away. Through heavy lidded 


eyes, he watched Ron leave his arms and head for the 
kitchen. 


What the hell? He shook his head, his brain short-circuited. 
His rod had stiffened to the point of pain; he couldn’t see 
clearly, his need was so strong. After a few deep breathing 


exercises, he looked at the plate of waffles and juice Ron 
had 


Slid in front of him. 
Things had certainly changed. He smiled and decided to 
see where the changes in his lover would take them today. 


Obviously, Ron had better control over his body than him. 
He 


ate in silence. 

“Where have you been, Travis?” He'd wondered if Ron 
would ask. 

“The last week | was in Melbourne. | had some business to 
take care of.” 

Ron stiffened. “You left to go out of town and didn’t tell 
me?” He snorted. “Of course you did.” 

Travis hadn’t expected the hurt he’d heard in Ron’s voice. 


It shook him. “I’m sorry,” he apologized. Something he 
rarely 


did. “I wasn’t thinking straight. It’s. It's a long story. | just 
had 


to finish some things. It wasn’t about you.” 

Ron’s mouth twisted in anger. Travis stared surprised. His 
pussycat, had turned into, what? He waited to see. 

“A phone call, Travis. One minute out of your life. You 
don’t think I’m worth that. Do you? I’ve been worried.” 
“Not worried enough to call me.” He threw back. 

Ron jerked back with narrowing eyes. “I called you all the 


time. | called to say good morning, good night, even to ask 
how 


was your fucking day. You left town,” he yelled, pointing. 
“You 


should’ve called me.” 
Travis nodded, completely turned on by his fireball. Anger 


was good. It meant there was something still there. He 
hoped 


they could get through the talking and move to the 
lovemaking. 


Ron in a rage was sexy as hell. 

“You're right. | fucked up, shoulda called.” 

“What was the emergency?” 

Travis’s head snapped up from his erotic fantasy, starring 
his feisty lover. Ron’s arms were crossed as he watched him. 
A strange feeling hit him. Somehow, he knew if he didn’t 
come clean, right now and open up with Ron. He’d be seeing 
the other side of the door. That was not a viable option. 


Inhaling, he closed his eyes and decided to trust. He told 
him 


about his mama, her illness and the treatment at the hands 
of his 


stepfather. 


“I had my attorney sue him for messing up the house. He 


left some crazy messages on my machine. | pressed more 


charges. Finally, they picked him up since he failed to show 
up 


in court. He missed work and lost his job. Somebody, broke 
in 


his house, beat him senseless. He spent some time in the 
hospital.” 

“Did you have anything to do with that?” Ron stared, his 
eyes empathetic. 

Travis ignored the question. He’d never admit anything to 


anybody. “When he got out, he went to the police, told them 
| 


was harassing him. Strange thing though, | live in 
Jacksonville.” 

“But Rome and Joe still live in Melbourne.” Ron sat on the 
stool next to him. 

“Yeah they do. But the complaint was against me.” He 
patted Ron’s thigh, the need to touch, strong. “My vacation 


came up. | went back home to see some fam and finish 
putting 


my affairs in order.” 


“Your vacation? You were on vacation?” Ron’s jaw 
clenched. 

“Yeah.” 

Ron went to move. He grabbed his legs holding him in 


place. “I thought we were talking this out. Stop jumping up 
and 


down.” 

Ron’s jaw went slack. He pushed Travis against his chest, 
gaining his release. No one spoke. 

“Didn’t you care about me at all?” Ron’s voice broke. The 
halting question and the pain reflected in his lover’s eyes 
stripped Travis of all pretenses. He realized how close Ron 
stood to the edge. 

“Yeah, | do. Too much.” He shook his head and sighed. “l 


don’t handle emotional stuff real good.” He dried his palms 
on 


his jean clad thighs. “It’s weird. | mean, I’m a hard-head. No 
college, no trade, no real ambition other than to make my 


mama’s husband suffer.” Snorting, he balled his fist and 
stared 


at Ron. 


“I overhear a restaurant conversation and think. That's the 
kind of man I'd like in my corner. Dependable. | make a play. 
You go for it, everything’s cool. Then you start doing extra. 


Like making sure I’m okay, that | have everything I need, 
you 


love me down real good and soon | want more. But, | got a 
lot 


of anger inside and don’t want to get soft. | don’t push you 


away, per se. | just don’t let myself get closer.” He sighed 
and 


straightened on the stool. 
“Which was a bunch of bullshit. | couldn’t keep my hands 


off you like a fucking dog with a bone. Rome called me out 
on 


my feelings when | was home. I didn’t bother to deny it.” 
Ron’s tongue moistened his dry lips. He fought to keep the 
tears away. So close, he could feel it. He stared at his rough 
love. “Deny what?” 

Travis ducked his head for a moment and slowly raised it. 


Staring, he pulled him from the stool, and drew him 
between 


his legs. “I want you. Us. | want us.” 


“Which means?” Ron stared into dark pools of stark need, 
and recognized something else. Fear. Travis was scared 
Shitless to take this step. He stroked his face. 

Travis swallowed and said softly, “I’m here.” 

“Me too. Just the two of us, Travis. Tell me what | need to 


hear.” He kissed his lips gently, licking the seam. “I love 
you,” 


Ron whispered. 
Travis leaned forward, touching his forehead. “I don’t 


know if this is love,” he said on a sigh. “I do know | need to 
be 


with you, see you, touch you, hear you. | like your starched 


shirts and pleated pants, more how you let me mess them 
up. | 


like that we’re so different, but it doesn’t matter when we're 
together,” Travis said, squeezing him tight. 

“But, | don’t know if this is love, Ron. You gotta be patient. 

| haven’t been with anyone else since we met. It’s only been 
you.” 


Ron stroked his hair, pulling the dreads through his 


fingers, calming and claiming his man. “I got you, baby. | got 


you,” he whispered. 

Travis pulled him in for a kiss. It was hungry. “I need you.” 
He pulled his shirt over his head. Ron unsnapped his lover’s 
jeans, happy to discover him bare. He dropped to his knees, 
and fed his own need. He’d missed his lover’s taste. 

Travis pulled him up. “No, I’m too close.” He took his 


hand and led him toward the bedroom. Ron stopped him at 
the 


sofa. 

“Where you going?” He pulled his large hunk toward him. 
A knock at the door interrupted the passionate setting. He 
groaned. Travis dropped to the sofa, shaft hanging out, 
exposed. He stroked it while Ron stared. 

The knock came again. Travis smiled and put away his 


treat. Ron frowned before walking to the door and opening it 
to 


face the interruption. 
“Hi Ron,” Samantha said slowly, looking at him and then 
over his shoulder at Travis. Her brow raised in surprise. “l 


know we planned on lunch today,” she said. Ron had 
forgotten 


he was going to meet her boyfriend around two o'clock. 
Heat 


filled his face in embarrassment. 

“Sorry to cancel but Dante’ wants me to go to the park with 
him and his son. So here.” She handed him a bottle of his 
favorite Chardonnay. “Take this as my way of apologizing for 
canceling at the last minute.” She winked. 

He smiled and pulled her inside, confident Travis had 
righted himself for an introduction at least. “Travis, this is 


Samantha. We work together and she’s the person 
responsible 


for my hair and wardrobe makeover.” Travis stood, nothing 


Showing and walked over smiling. “Hey Samantha. Nice 
job.” 


He touched Ron’s hair. “But | like him starched and pressed, 
SO 


don’t mess with his clothes too much, okay?” He pulled Ron 
close and kissed his forehead, delighting in his blush. 
Samantha laughed and backed toward the door. “Be careful 


with that one boss, he’s good.” She waved and left the two 
of 


them alone. Ron turned into Travis’s arms and looked up. 


“Hmm, a bottle of Chardonnay, and a long afternoon. What 
can we do with that?” 

Travis took the bottle and placed it on the chair. “First, we 
finish what you started, | need you too bad to wait.” 

Ron nodded, his mouth watering in preparation. 

“Then we spend the rest of the day making up. Maybe go 
out tonight?” 

Ron nodded as he pulled off his clothes. 

“Good, the important thing is we spend time together. | 


fucked up and probably will again. But that doesn’t mean 
I’m 


not thinking bout you or that | don’t care. | care a lot.” 

He tilted Ron’s chin up. “You ready to take this to another 
level?” 

Ron frowned. “Explain.” 

Travis nodded. His man was picking up his ways. “Nobody 


but me, Ron. Even when you get mad, nobody but me. 
When | 


mess up, and so forth. Don’t love anybody but me.” 
“And you?” 


He shook his head, wrapping his arms around Ron’s 


shoulders, his chin resting on his head. “You had me at the 
door. | wanted you when | saw you in the restaurant. | came 


back the next day and sat for four hours waiting, hoping. 
Shit, | 


even went to an outdoor market to make you happy.” He 
paused 


and gazed into his heart’s eyes. 
“I’m rude, and uncultured. | know this and it probably won’t 


change. | just hate games and bullshit. Despite what | 
thought, 


I’ve been yours from the first. | wasn’t sure if you’d commit 
to 


me,” 
Ron blinked away the moisture in his eyes and wrapped 
his arms around the larger man’s waist. Travis claimed he 


wasn’t good with emotional stuff. He hid his heart. Ron 
thanked 


God for this moment in time, when Travis decided to trust. 
“I’m yours and | love you,” Ron whispered, too full to say 
much more. He’d come home. 


-End- 


Alex Berry loves romance, all romance. Feeling You 
touches 


on a lot of issues each of us go through daily. There are no 


perfect people. Living currently in South Florida where there 
IS 


a lot of material to study and sharpen one’s craft. 

Coming to Terms is Jerome and Joe’s story and will be 
available soon. 

Coming to Terms 

Rome looked out the rear view mirror. Joe stood on the 
steps of their house, a hopeless look on his face. In the past, 
that look would have sent him in a tailspin, ready to do 
whatever necessary to help his lover through his pain. The 
problem with loving Joe, was he stayed in confusion. The 


solutions were always temporary. The man had too much 
mixed 


feelings for his, or anyone else’s, own good. He tried to 
straddle both worlds, hetero and homo. The two weren’t 
working, not for him anymore. 


Travis, his best friend, had been right. Joe needed to make 


some decisions. In the meantime, he planned to move on 
with 


his life. A job opened in Jacksonville and he took it deciding 
to 


cut his losses. 
Travis and Ron urged him to come, even offering to put 


him up. He’d agreed to stay with Trav only until he could 
finda 


place. He’d be starting over fresh. The only things he took, 
his 


music, car, clothes and battered heart. 
His friends would assist with the first, but time would 


correct the latter. As he hit the Interstate, tears sprang to 
his 


eyes. His heart hurt, like an arrow had pierced and torn it 
apart. 


Loving someone should never be this hard. He allowed the 


tears to flow, to cleanse him. No one believed he’d be 
strong 


enough to leave, there were moments he doubted himself. 
But 


there came a moment in a person’s life, when the pain of 


staying was greater than the pain of leaving. 


He pressed the accelerator. 


